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BEATRICE PINSLEY 


She’s always satisfied most with a 
brand that’s made a name for itself! 





| MADE IT... and I make sure that the best 
ls and workmanship go into any product 

name on it. Naturally, people blame 

my product is unsatisfactory, and they 
buying it. I can’t risk turning out any- 


>” 


hat may be only ‘second-best. 


MANUFACTURER 





| SOLD IT... recommended it because the 
name it has made for itself tells me it’s one of 
the best, most up-to-date products in its field. 
In fact, a good brand name is the best guarantee 
my customers can have when they buy. And 
for me, too . . . I know they'll buy it again.” 


| BOUGHT IT... because it’s an advertised 
brand I can trust completely. I just won’t risk 
my family’s welfare on some product I don’t 
know anything about—even when they say it’s 
‘just as good.’ I feel safer, somehow, when I 
stick to a brand I know I can depend on.” 





CUSTOMER 


THE BRANDS YOU SEE ADVERTISED IN THIS MAGAZINE ARE NAMES YOU CAN TRUST! 
They stand firmly behind every product and claim they make. 
BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. ¢ 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 
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Mahe Swe Your Chicel Gets A Benefit _ 


THE 
ONE HUNDRED 


THOUSAND DOLLAR 


EBONY CHURCH 
PLAN 


This unique program will help make it possible for your 
Church, or any of your Church organizations to make their 
work more successful. 


By participating in The EBONY CHURCH PLAN, it is 
possible for your Church to get the money it needs for spe- 
cial projects. Your Church sets the amount. 


$500 §=©$50000 §8=§=— $$, 00000 


Set your goal. Choose your project. See the list below for 
suggestions. Have all of your members take part in making 
the project an immediate success. 
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Fund 

For Conference Delegates 
‘und For Sunday School Literature 
lund For Choir Robes 
hummer Bible School Fund 
Flower Fund 
fund For Young People’s Work 
nd For New Song Books 
nd For Donations To The Needy 


WITH THE EBONY CHURCH PLAN 


four Church, and the various organizations, clubs, societies, and 
Foups in your Church can have the Necessary Money to make a suc- 
fs of any of the following plans, plus any others that you might 


Fund For Donations To The Sick 
Fund For Men’s Program 

Fund For Missionary Program 
Workshop Fund 

Fund For Women’s Work 
Refreshment Fund For Teas, Etc. 


Church Bulletin And Newspaper 
Fund 


Building Fund 
Fund For Miscellaneous Activities 


The EBONY CHURCH PLAN Is A Cooperative Program Of 
EBONY Magazine, And The Churches Of America. 








MAIL THIS COUPON NOW FOR FREE INFORMATION 


THE MAILING OF THIS COUPON CAN BE THE BEGINNING 
OF A NEW ERA OF ACHIEVEMENT FOR YOUR CHURCH 
IN CARRYING FORWARD YOUR PROGRAM OF CHRIS- 
TIAN SERVICE. 





1 The EBONY CHURCH PLAN 1-458 ; 
i 1820 South Michigan Avenue + Chicago 16, Illinois 5 
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FACT 1: Tampax® internal nem pro- 
tection was invented by a doctor for the 
benefit of all women—married or single, 
active or not. And, you're no exception! 


FACT 2: Millions and millions of women 
all e the world have been using Tampax 
he billions! Why shouldn't you? 


ted 3: Tampax does away with chafing, 

ulging pads, with twisting belts, with 
telltale odor. Makes users less conscious 
of time-of-the-month. Why not you? 


Fact 4: Nothing could be daintier than 
Tampax. So simple to insert, change, dis- 
pose of! Your fingers never need to touch 
it. And you never have carrying problems. 

nk how much you could enjoy these benefits! 


FACE UP TO THE FACTS! Tampax is 
by far che better way, the nicer way, the 
modern way! Give it a trial, this very 

1onth—and you'll never want to use any- 
thing else! 


ASK FOR TAMPAX wherever drug prod- 

ts are sold. Comes in Regular, Super, 
Junior absorbencies to provide for indi- 
vidual needs. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 






Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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“EDITOR 


Real Crazy 
Congratulations and be sure to keep the good 
work up. Your September issue had me and 
kept me interested all the way through it. I'll 
put in a special compliment on “Young and 
Crazy.” It was tops. 
Lou Willye Randolph 
Baton Rouge, La. 


Hungry Hearts Heartfelt 
TAN is truly America’s greatest magazine. 
I've enjoyed reading all the stories, especially 
“Lonely And Hungry Hearts.” It was true, ex- 
citing and wonderful. The writer really did a 
good job at writing this story. May God always 
bless you and your wonderful staff. 
Robert L. Bacon 
Richmond, Virginia 


Turnabout Is Fair Play 
I enjoy all the stories in TAN, particularly 
the ones dealing with interracial couples. But, 
I would like to know why you don’t do siories 
about the Negro women who fall in love and 
marry white fellows instead of stories of Negro 
men and white women. You know we have mar- 
riages such as that and we all aren’t entertain- 
ers. I know I’m not, and I am a Negro woman 
(22) married to a white guy (24) and we are 
one of the many here in this town. So how 
about more stories about us, huh? 
Mrs. L. A. Leffler 
York, Penn. 


Too Many Pen Pals 
I am very sorry to tell the boys and men who 
have written Pen Pal letters to me that I can’t 
answer all. You see, I got too many letters 
(748) and I can’t afford so many stamps. I am 
just a poor girl, no mother, no father, and in 
a small job. I hope no one will be mad at me. 
I just can’t help it. And again, why it took me 
so long to answer, I’ve moved from the address 
in TAN and the letters had to be forwarded. 
Thanks to all. 
Jacqueline Allyn 
Kingston, Jamaica 
B.W.L. 


(46 Penn Street) 


More Stories, More Problems 

I'm a constant reader of your TAN magazine, 
and my interest has grown time after time in 
reading the many stories about how people get 
mixed up in every day affairs and take the 
short cuts when they try to solve their prob- 
lems, instead of facing the facts and making 
intelligent decisions to set things right again. 
Please write more stories on interracial prob- 
lems, the ones such as “Poison Pen Letters” 
and “Lonely And Hungry Hearts,” which were 
in the January issue. I just put in an order 
for twelve issues through a magazine service, 
so keep up the good work. 

Curtis Knox 


Walla Walla, Wash. 








HE: “You have the loveliest hair.” SHE: “I use Long-Aid!” 


Stop wishing for Long-Looking Hair! 


USE LONG-AID—the most glamorous hair dressing 
that you can buy. Unlike ordinary dressings, Long-Aid 
supplies your hair with 3 active elements that make 
your hair look longer, lovelier. . 


. . SO much easier to manage. 


Long-Aid for hair loveliness is rich in nature’s own 
. lubricates dry, thirsty scalp—makes hair 
look longer, softer. Wonderful Long-Aid provides your 
to penetrate your hair, 
give it a protective shield against dampness, perspira- 
. keeps hair smartly styled from morning till 
night. And Long-Aid contains new miracle K-17, special- 
ly medicated to fight dandruff, kill certain harmful 
. keep your hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
Order now! Only $1.00; economy size $3.00. 


lanolin . 


hair with deltyl prime 


tiem... 


scalp bacteria . . 


. softer to the touch 








ORDER FROM LONG-AID’S COMPLETE LINE OF AMERICA’S FINEST HAIR AND BEAUTY PRODUCTS! 





LONG-AID WHITE PRESS- 


Protects hair from dry 
ness, burning. Preserves 
press longer! Contains no 
stiff oils. ONLY 60c plus 
tax. 


LONG-AID SHAMPOO 
PLUS EGG—with hair 


conditioning action! ] 
Makes hair glowingly g 


; Clean, silky to touch, 


easier to manage. Con- 
ditions any hair! 
69c. 





| LONG-AID DANDRUFF 


> REMOVER SHAMPOO — 


washes away dandruff! J 
= Lanolin-rich—leaves dry, i 
© oily-limp hair easy-to- 


manage, with new life and 


* lustre. ONLY 50c. 
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LONG-AID BLEACH AND _ 
ING COMPOUND—rich in > GLO 
lanolin and olive oil! | 


W—wakes up dark, 


dull complexion! Conceals = 
% ugly blotches, blemishes & 


while it bleaches. Guar- 


antees lovelier, lighter ; 
skin. ONLY 75c plus tax. © 





MAIL NO 





LONG-AID HOT OIL 
TREATMENT — feeds dry, 
oil-starved scalp and hair 
with nature-rich lanolin. 
Helps restore life, nat- 
ural beauty. Use hot or 
cold. ONLY 60c plus tax. 


RISK COUPON NOW 


LONG-AID COMPANY, DEPT. T-8A, 
P. O. BOX 2505, MEMPHIS 2, TENN. 


Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below, cash, check or 


money order enclosed. 


f—) Leng-Aid with K-7. Regular 
size $1.10 including tax. 


| 
L 





Large Economy size $3.30 in- 


cluding tax. 


Compound 66c inc. tax. 


LC] 

Long-Aid White Pressing 
C) 
LJ 





tax. 








| LONG-AID SULPHUR—for | 
‘ abused, burned, itching © 


scalp! Relieves scalp ec- 


OEE ERR TATE IO 


zema, dandruff. Gives * 


hair new strength, elas- © 
ticity. Makes scalp feel © 
healthy, alive! ONLY | 
$1.00. & 





Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment 
66c including tax. 
Long-Aid Sulphur $1.00, no 


Long-Aid Shampoo Plus Egg 
_} 69c, no tax. 
Long-Aid Dandruff Remover 








: pegening a _| Shampoo 50c, no tax. 

ang -Ai ach an w ~ 

83c including tax. CJ or send C.O.D. 
(No C.O.D.’s outside continental United States. No orders shipped 
less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. and postage charges 
by sending full amount with order. Then we pay all postage!) 

NAME_ i 

ADDRESS___ 

CITY. = STATE 
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[ read TAN faithfully and think it is tops. 

[ am Negro, 23 years old, 5’, 114 lbs., black 
hair and eyes. Called attractive. Love all 
sports—indoor and outdoor—dancing and pro- 
gressive jazz. Love to read and write. I will 
unswer all letters, from both female and male, 
iny race or ages. I will be happy to exchange 
photoes and will answer all letters as soon as 
received. I am a beautician and single. 

(Miss) Robynne R. Rogers 

3156 Fulton Road 

Lorain 3, Ohio 


| am 25 years old and have recently lost my 
wife in a gas explosion, the day we were going 
1 our vacation. At present there seems as if 
here is nothing to live for. Somehow I feel 
that some letters from your readers would lift 
y thoughts. Please assist me, won’t you? To 
ou readers, please write, colored and white. 
Yours sincerely, 
B. S. Brown 
Monymusk 
Lionel Town 


Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| would be very grateful for inclusion in your 
Pen Pal section. I am a Negro serving in the 
Army (Royal Army Medical Corps) 
nd would welcome letters from any part of 
yorld and from any individual. I am, how- 
intrigued at the prospect of correspond- 
nee with a Negro American girl of any age. 
um 5’9”, 24, bachelor, somewhat bookish with 
ide interests. My specialties are Negro art 
nd history. I would exchange photographs. 
Yours faithfully, 
Garry Burten, 23494331 
H.Q. No. 18 Coy—R.A.M.C. 
Millbank Barracks 
London, S.W. 1, England 


British 


[ am hoping that someone will be interested 

in having me for a Pen Pal. I will answer all 
letters and possibly exchange photos. I am 19. 
I’ve been married and have a son one-year old. 
f am 5'914", 34-26-40. My hobbies are dancing 
ind music such as cha-cha, mambo, merengue, 
etc. My complexion is light brown. I would 
like to correspond with fellows from 19-30, 
nice, intelligent, respectable and I prefer lone- 
ly G.Ls. 

Mrs. Jeanne Patrice Dixon 

5466 S. Ellis Ave. 

Chicago 15, Il. 


[ enjoy TAN stories but most of all I like 
Pen Pals the best. I am a plain old country 
girl deep in the heart of the Carolinas. I live 
on a share crop cotton farm. I am a widow and 
have twin boys 5 and a girl 4. I am 26, 5'8”, 
185 lbs. with brown eyes, black hair, brown 
mplexion. Am a church goer and worker and 
like sports, especially fishing and picnics. 
| would like to correspond with single men and 
widowers 26-30. I am very lonely. All letters 
will be answered immediately and I will ex- 
hange photos. Thank you. 

Mrs. Mary Alice Threatt 

Route 2, Box 257 

Pageland, S. C. 


| especially enjoyed your article in the Jan- 
iary issue “You Don’t Need To Fear Forty.” 
[t was very enlightening and helpful. I am a 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


woman of 40, a divorcee in fact. I should like 
to hear from men my age and up to 50 years 
of age. I like movies, drink socially, also like 
horseback riding and love good music. Would 
appreciate letters from all over the world from 
all races. Will answer all letters and exchange 
photos if desired. 

Vermelle Jackson 

4237 Girard Ave. 

Philadelphia 4, Penn. 


I am an avid fan of TAN magazine. I am 
stationed way up in Alaska and everything here 
is conducive to loneliness. I am a cook in the 
Army, putting my contribution in like so many 
others. I would like very much to become a 
member of Pen Pals. I am 5’10”, 210 Ibs., 
and do not claim to be handsome. I like movies, 
reading, music (jazz) and poetry. I would like 
to hear from average girls between 18-24, be- 
cause I am 25 and just an average guy that’s 
lonesome. I would like to exchange photos. 

Pfc. Harold Remaker 

RA 27891153 

HQ & HQ. Co., Ist B.G., 9th Inf. 
APO 937 

Seattle, Wash. 


I would like very much for you to publish 
this letter in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 
and a junior in high school. I am 5’6”, 128 Ibs., 
with light brown skin and dark brown hair 
and eyes. I have a slender build. I like all 
sports and music and do not drink or smoke. 
I will answer all letters and exchange photos, 
but prefer to write boys older and taller than 
myself. 

Marva J. Collins 
915 Seventh Street 
Rock Springs, Wyo. 


I hope that you will have a spot for me 
somewhere on your Pen Pal page in your next 
edition of TAN. I am 22, 5/11” and 160 lbs. 
I am light brown in complexion, with dark 
brown eyes and black curly hair. I would like 
to correspond with girls 18-22 from all parts 
of the States. I.am interested in all sports and 
like dancing and golf especially. It’s very lone- 
some over here on Okinawa. 

Pfc. James T. Thompson 
1589550 

H & S Co., 3rd Serv. Regt. 
3rd Marine Division F.M.F. 
c/o F.P.0., San Francisco 
Calif. 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal column? I am a young man 24 years of 
age in a tuberculosis hospital and would like to 
correspond with ladies between 24-35 who are 
interested in marriage and who are or have 
been T.B. patients. I think I will soon be out 
of the hospital; the doctors say I’m doing fine. 
I have black hair, grey eyes, light brown skin 
and am 5’11”, 175 lbs. Of course, I will answer 
any letters I get. Sincerely, 

Thomas Robbins, T.B.A. 
Route 3, Box 115 
Montgomery, Ala. 


I am a young and very lonely Marine sta- 
tioned in one of the Marines’ largest bases. I’m 
writing because I don’t get much mail and I 
want someone to write to and receive letters 





from, in this country or overseas. I don’t care, 
A few facts about myself are as follows: I’m 
63”, 220 lbs., brown skin and black hair. 
Pretty good build. I’m 20 and will be 21 in 
17 days. I like jazz, movies, sports and musi. 
cal instruments. I play the clarinet and sax, 
All letters will be answered at once. 

Pvt. John C. Prescott 

U.S. M.C. 1691810 

Hg. Co., 1st I.T.R., lst Bn. M.C.B. 

Camp LeJeune, N. C. 


I am 6'1”, 186 lbs., and 24, and would like to 
hear from some nice young ladies who could 
become serious about a future with a good 
man. I am an ex-serviceman. I served more 
than six years with the Army, airborne, state. 
side and overseas. Am very lonely while looking 
forward to the future. My hobbies are build. 
ing, crafts and good music, also studying in 
the engineering field. I will honestly answer all 
letters and will exchange photographs. 

C. R. Smith 
161 Beach 79 St. 
Rockaway Beach, N. Y. 


It will be esteemed a great favor if you will 
be good enough to have my name and other 
particulars published with a view of my hav- 
ing a few American Pen Pals. I am a Negro, 
24, 6'1%", medium build, complexion brown. 
I was born in British Guiana and have now 
been residing in London for the past two years. 
I am a part-time electrical engineer student. 
My interests and hobbies vary, and I would 
like to correspond with as many Negroes as 
possible (boys and girls but adults are not ex- 
cluded). I thank you in anticipation. 

Vernon Garraway 

3, Ormiston Grove 
Shepherds Bush 
London W. 12, England 


I enjoy TAN so much and most of all, enjoy 
your Pen Pal feature but I never see a letter 
from some one my age. I am writing this letter 
to see who of my age is as lonesome as I. I am 
45 years old and would like a nice pen pal or 
pen pals. I have been a beauty operator. Love 
to dance to keep young. Do not look my age. 
Will exchange pictures. I am 5/6”, 160 lbs. 
with light ginger color hair. 

Rosie Lee Jones 


Route 1, Box 501 
Bakersfield, Calif. 


I am 26 years old and earnestly seeking lots 
of friends who are interested in the race pro 
lems, particularly Negro and other discrimi- 
nated people, male or female, young and old 
(and let me add that young and pretty Negro 
ladies, like the EBONY and TAN beauties are 
the most serious concern to me and I hope 
never to fail to hear from them). I want to 
exchange views with them all concerning the 
race problems. I believe in the conscience an 
good sense of human beings. Step by step, the 
race problems will be solved, probably through 
a number of such unfortunate incidents as 
Central High in Little Rock, in several tens, 
or maybe several hundreds of years of hard- 
ships. I look forward to receiving many letters. 

T. Kanamaru 
C.P.0. Box 85 
Tokyo, Japan 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 
I have a son five years old and 
love him with all my heart. About a 
month ago I let his father have him for a 
visit. When he didn’t return the child I 
went to the city to bring him back with 
me. Now the father won’t let me take 


him. Before I get myself into a lot of 
trouble please tell me what to do. I went 
to the police but they said there wasn’t 
anything they could do. 
Thank you, 
Lois 
Dear Lois: 
Obtain the services of a rep- 
utable lawyer and he will ad- 
vise you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17 years old and in love with a 
boy who is 20. We have been going 
together for seven years and now I have 
a series of problems. In our seven years 
of courtship I have had two children. 
We went to apply for a marriage license, 
but we never got married. He says he 
wants to, but everytime we get ready 
something happens to stop us. Please 
help me decide what to do as I don’t 
want to kill our love. 

Sincerely, 
“Dismayed” 

Dear “Dismayed” : 

Your concern should not be 
over the death of your love, 


but how to get that man to the 
altar. You should accept no 
more weak excuses as he cer- 
tainly must have made plenty 
over aseven year period. Either 
haul him into court or before 
a minister. And make him un- 
derstand that this time you 
mean it! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I ran away from home when I was 
eleven years old and got married. Now 
I am eighteen and have been separated 
for three years from my husband. He is 
keeping house with another girl and they 
have two children. I want to know if I 
can get a divorce without having to pay 
the complete cost. I asked him to give 
me a divorce and he says he will not pay 
for it even though he knows I can’t. 

Sincerely, 
A Friend 

Dear “Friend”: 

A good lawyer can make 
him pay for the entire divorce, 
so obtain the services of one 
pronto. 





NOW! 


FOR YOUR M@sTt 


EASIER, SURER PROTECTION 
INTIMATE MARRIAGE PROBLEM 


Tested by doctors... proved in hospital clinics 


1. Antiseptic (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are safer and surer than ever! A 
highly perfected new formula releases anti- 
septic and germicidal ingredients right in 
the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a pow- 
erful protective film that permits long- 
lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Sure protection from odor) 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic 
and found to be more effective than any- 


thing it had ever used. Norforms are deo- 
dorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “‘medicine” 
or “‘disinfectant”’ odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So easy to use) Norforms 
are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no appara- 
tus, mixing or measuring. They’re grease- 
less and they keep in any climate. Your 
druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
Also available in Canada. 





A NORWICH PRODUCT 
Tested by doctors + Trusted by women 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 

Mail coupon to: Dept. T-84, Norwich 
Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N. Y. Send 
Norforms booklet, in a plain envelope. 








Name. 
(pease print) 
Street 
City. Zone__State 











WHAT TO DO 
WHEN YOU 





Does he pay more attention to other women than he does 
to you? Does he light their cigarettes, admire their 
dress?. Notice their perfume? Does he, in short, flirt? 


eae GLANCED anxiously as his wife meticulously put the finishing touches on her make-up. 
“She does look real sharp when she dresses up,” he mused rather wistfully. Aloud, 

he only said: “You about ready?” and buttoned his dinner jacket. He was looking forward 

to the party. 

Slowly, Jeannette Marshall stood up from her dressing table, taking one last approving 
look. Smoothing her rather snug sheath dress, she promised herself, almost audibly: 

“I’m going to enjoy tonight.” 

And like many husbands and wives who for various reasons become temporarily bored 
with each other, their enjoyment depended entirely on the number of attractive males 
or females present at whom each could cast coquettish glances and evoke some response. 

Out of the ordinary? Not at all. 

At almost any small gathering they can be seen in action, one or both parties of a 
married couple who wallow in the pleasure they get from the age-old game of flirting. Maybe 
it is the stray girl who accompanied a married couple or the husband of the hostess who 
is chosen for flattering remarks. It may begin witha casual conversation and steadily spread 
to cheek to cheek dancing and mooning over martinis. 

And so comes the old query: “What should you do when your mate engages in open, 
party-time flirting.” 








What's wrong with a little friendly conver- 
sation, intimate glances? Does it mean that 
it’s time for you to blow your top? 
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Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
lailoring Business Quick 


MAKE % $30 


INADAY! @¢ 


If you’d like to make up to $30 { 
1 a day, even in spare time, I’ll : 
send you this amazing $10.00 
lailoring Kitabsolutely Free! 
( tains everything you need 
tart you in big-pay Made- 
easure Tailoring Business 
100 Actual Fabrics, Style 
splay of smartest new Suits and 
s for men and women, at low 
plus complete money-mak- 
lans and equipment. No experience 
ne just show Kit to friends, neigh- 
bors, fellow-workers, etc., take easy fast 
rders, collect Generous Advance 
Profit. We deliver to customers. 
YOUR OWN SUITS te Wear Without 1c Cost! 
Your best-selling ad is your own Made- 
Measure Suit ...and we'll show you 
get yours without paying Ic! 
M oupon today for Valuable Tailor- 
1g Kit and Suit Offer—all sent FREE! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 


500 S. Throop St., Dept. X-364, Chicago 7, Illinois 
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[PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. x-364 | 


ROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. X-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicage 7, tl. 


I F REE-and-Postpaid, your valuable $10.00 Tailor- 
2 can start mak ng money quickly. In- j 
ual Fabric Samples, Style Display, money-mak- 
s and details of how I can get my own Suit 
at a penny of cost. 
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When your spouse’s 


eye roams, marriage experts say, it is 


only a temporary game, and it 


may even be a healthy one at that 





Ignore him? Fence him in a corner? 
Show “turnabout is fair play?” 

Given that flirting is a game—and it 
must have its accepted rules—most hus- 
bands and wives divide on the subject. 
Surprisingly, women seem more recon- 
ciled to the idea of their husbands flirt- 
ing occasionally. That saying about a 
well-turned ankle meriting a quickly 
turned eye seems normal to most women. 

But husbands thunder terribly at the 
notion of flirting by their wives. 

Still some experts hold that if a hus- 
band relishes the chance to show what a 
Don Juan he is, his wife should be al- 
lowed to reveal her tempting charms also. 
And contrary to general theory, the 
couples who flirt at parties usually have 
a solid marriage background. 

Still, opposition to both males and 
females exists in many circles. 

“He flips over every skirt that flits 
by,” said one young mother of a hus- 
band who usually made a point of keep- 
ing up a flirtatious by-play with his 
hostess at a small dinner party. Said the 
same woman bitterly of his good-na- 
tured, lively wife: “Why doesn’t she pay 
more attention to her own husband, and 
leave mine alone?” 

But if she was the target of flattering 
attention and particular notice from an 
attractive guest, would she be as quick 
to call another woman’s husband an 
“outrageous wolf?” Might it not bolster 
her ego to think that another man is at- 
tracted by her chic haircut and smile? 
And most of all, wouldn’t she be secretly 
happy her husband sees it? 

Some raise the point that flirting is 
dangerous because the friendship may 
go farther than both intend. 

A medical psychologist points out that 
“it is only a game, sensible couples real- 
ize this.” 


Still, is it right? And what should you 
do when your husband or wife insists 
on doing it? 

Whether it is right or wrong, this psy- 
chologist refused to say point-blank. 
“When a couple is happily married, their 
chief aim is to secure the admiration of 
the marriage partner. Prior to marriage, 
both husband and wife liked admiration 
from attractive members of the opposite 
sex. They persist in liking it after mar- 
riage.” 

Continued the expert: “Flirting can be 
a game to help keep them aware of their 
own attractiveness. Smart couples find 
it encourages them to keep up a light- 
hearted flirting with each other, in this 
way keeping a certain amount of ro- 
mance alive in their relationship.” 

In short: A certain amount of flirting 
among married couples is a_ healthy 
thing. 

A pitfall can develop when couples 
take it too seriously. Flirting can be 
harmless so long as it is light, stays 
within bounds, and everyone knows 
when to stop. 

“To be afraid to flirt, or not to admit 
the wish,” says the psychologist, “is more 
often the result of undue guilt about 
flirting.” 

Chances are, if you think flirting is 
horrid and only for the “doity boids,” 
you need a quick self-appraisal. It might 
be that you are too possessive about your 
mate. 

If your spouse arouses indignation in 
you when he notices others in the room 
and seemingly neglects you, and you feel 
that flirting after marriage is wrong, take 
this light-hearted test on Page 82. It 
might turn up some surprising answers, 
especially if you already see yourself as 
a liberal-minded mate. 


THE END 
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On The Reco 


By James Goodrich 


S* OLIVER was chief arranger behind the musical magic which made Jimmie 
Lunceford’s band invincible during the swing era. Before the Ohio-born 
trumpeter-singer joined the colorful aggregation early in the 1930s, the “Harlem 
Express” featured fast uptempo sizzlers like White Heat and Running Wild. Sy 
inspired a subtler, more syncopated style which brought legendary fame to the 
band and a whole new concept to jazz arranging. That was some 20 years ago. 

Last year, Sy, now a Decca musical director, nostalgically set out to recreate 
the past in a 12-sided LP album called “The Original Arrangements of Jimmie 
Lunceford in Hi-Fi.” Having conceived the package as a sort of salute to his old 
band, Sy offers listeners a taste of how the swinging Lunceford crew might have 
sounded on recordings pressed by modern methods today. Result: the always 
scintillating Lunceford music scintillates even more in hi-fidelity. 

About the time Sy announced his Lunceford project for Decca, Billy May, one- 
time arranger for the Charlie Barnett and Glenn Miller bands, was commissioned 
to score a similar undertaking for Capitol. May’s collation has 14 sides and is 
simply labeled “Jimmie Lunceford in Hi-Fi.” A blurb informs that it showcases 
“authentic re-creations by Billy May of the original Lunceford style.” 

Oliver and May took different approaches to reviving Lunceford music on rec- 
ords. While Billy wrote out scores note for note from old recordings, Oliver mod- 
ernized his arrangements a bit. Billy took no liberty with the material (perhaps 
he wanted to avoid any criticism from old Lunceford fans who remember how the 
originals sounded). But Sy chanced some new sounds over the old basic fabrics. 
However, nobody is likely to challenge what Sy did. After all, if anybody has the 
right to tamper with the style, it is the man who contributed most to its origination. 

Although Oliver’s approach to the arrangements differed somewhat from May’s, 
both utilize pretty much the same methods to voice their (Continued on Page 81) 











No Douche 
Protects Like 


Lonitors 


Women Find 


Gynecologist reports on new, 
easy, more positive method 
of Feminine Hygiene— 
provides continuous protection 


New York, N. Y. (Special) At last, science 
has developed a method of feminine hy- 
giene a woman can use with confidence 
because it gives the germicidal protection 
of an antiseptic douche-but does it imme- 
diately and for a prolonged period—as no 
douche can. So quick and easy, this new 
method depends on remarkable vaginal 
suppositories, called Zonitors. 







oS sll 
Works Instantly For Hours! 

Once inserted, Zonitors dissolve gradually, 
coating tissues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours—and are ready to 
work instantly. Zonitors guard against— 
destroy odors completely, too—helping to 
maintain a high degree of comfort, con- 
venience, safety and personal daintiness 
not possible with douches. 


Zonitors’ amazing effectiveness is due to 
one of the most potent antiseptic princi- 
ples ever developed — the discovery of a 
prominent surgeon and chemist. 


Doctor’s Discovery — Hospital Proved! 


Zonitors were thoroughly tested in a large 
Eastern hospital. The map techem gyne- 
cologist pronounced them unusually effec- 
tive, yet safe and non-irritating They 
are now available without prescription in 
local drugstores. 


Zonitors are greaseless and stainless—cost 
little for 12 dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually packed to carry 
conveniently in a purse. 

MAIL COUPON NOW! 
For trial Supply Zonitors and new booklet 
giving complete intimate facts (mailed in 


plain wrapper) send this coupon with 10¢ to 
Dept. (T-4), Dunbar Labora: 


Dunbar Laboratories, Wayne, N. J. 

Dept. (T-4) 

Please send me tria! supply of Zonitors and new 
booklet giving complete intimate facts (mailed 
in plain wrapper). I enclose 10¢ to cover 
handling 

Name ' 





Address 





City State. 





Offer good only in the U.S. ' 


Beem nme wmee ewe wawe ee eeecc eco s ease ocs 


FE LE RA 


‘ 
‘ 





For years I had waited for that one chance 
to get revenge against the man who had stolen 
the woman I loved. Now he lay help- 


less before me, and only I could save him 
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= SHORT- SHORT 
= STORY __= 


self a thousand times. But only once in a 
lifetime does something happen to make those casually 
uttered words more than an empty phrase. What I mean is, 
you go along for years and without warning you're face to face 

with something—or someone—and suddenly the distant past is like just 
yesterday. Old wounds you thought had healed burst open and the pain 
‘f a former love is as sharp as a surgeon’s scalpel. 

And there’s no simple cure for those kind of aching memories. I’m a doctor, 

and | know. 

All these thoughts, and more, raced through my mind the night I stood over a 
dying patient, and all the years of study and training to save a human life were 
pushed from my mind by one blind, compelling urge—murder! 

| remember that night started off like any other in the small hospital where I was 
resident. | was lounging in a chair smoking and reading a novel. Or, rather, trying 
to read, because I was interrupted periodically by Susan Page, the night nurse on 
duty in the O.B. ward. 

She was bent over a text book and every now and then she’d glance up, her pencil 
tapping impatiently against her white, even teeth. “What is the chemical composi- 
tion of a red blood cell?” she’d ask, half to herself. 

Knowing she wanted me to help her, I wouldn’t say anything. Then she’d clear 
her throat or do something else to get my attention, and I’d say, “What difference 
does it make, Nurse Page?” 

[t makes a lot of difference whether or not I pass this exam, Dr. Baird,” she’d 
flash back. 

Susie,” I’d laugh, “I’ve told you before—all this studying is just a waste of time. 
You'll never get to be a supervisor.” 

And why not?” she would demand indignantly. “Am I too dumb?” 

Then I’d lay aside my book and look at her cute, heart-shaped face and trim 
figure. “No, you’re too pretty. Some handsome man will come along and take you 
out of all this.” 

‘That’s not very likely,” she’d sniff. “He’s too wrapped up in his work to see me. 
Besides, he’s still in love with a memory,” she’d add, looking straight into my eyes. 

I'd glance away, embarrassed, wondering why I couldn’t get interested in a nice 
girl like Susie. We’d known each other ever since I decided to settle down in a small 
city and joined the hospital staff. I guess Susie was right. I was still carrying the 
torch for Mollie—a girl I hadn’t seen for five years. 

On this particular night things were very quiet at the hospital, and having checked 


It’s a small world— 
ih everybody says it. I’ve said it my- 


12 











oe Wee 


ee 


: op wt BE rad 


to 


astonishment. 


"re not even 


“You mean you 
S 


y- 
o” 


L 
: 
3 
K 
2 
: 


“Ther 
try 


& 











You don’t have to put up with the 
irritation misery of skin trouble! By 
now, millions of people have proved 


it. Yes, over the years, many genera- 
tions have seen the marvelous bene- 
fits brought about by reliable 
“SKIN SUCCESS” Ointment. 
Skin-Prescription Formula; 
Tested by a Noted Doctor 


Only “SKIN SUCCESS” gives your skin 
the full benefit of that great com- 
bination of eleven important medi- 
cal ingredients, scientifically tested 
by a well known doctor. 


THIS FAMOUS “SUCCESS” MEDICINE WORKS 
LIKE MAGIC ON THE ITCHING DISTRESS OF 
ECZEMA, RASH, TETTER, OR ATHLETE’S FOOT 


What a Wonderful Difference! 


The very minute you put it on your 
rash or tetter, eczema or pimples, 
you will know the true meaning of 
“SKIN SUCCESS”! You'll realize that 
your troubled skin is ori the way to 
the glorious relief you have hoped 
for, and you can say good-bye to 
those itchy-skin blues. Best of all, 
you get those blessed results for just 
a few pennies. Dollars can’t buy any- 
thing finer, yet this great medicine 
still costs only 35¢! The 75¢ size has 
four times as much. 
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“3 “Through a pious life and by a ra- 
PG tional use of the Psalms. you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the love of your fellow man."’ says 
the author. 
Here are some of the amazing things 

telis you about: Psalm to receive 
sinstruction or information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 


3 to free yourself from ‘evil Spirits, Psalm 
to make peace between Man and 
MIDGET BIBLE FREE 
Now you can ‘nt the Bible with you at al! tim 
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LARCH, 18 E. 28th, Dept. "516-1, New York 16 


| “SKIN -SUCCESS”’ | OINTMENT 


FREE OUTFIT STARTS YOU IN 
BIG MONEY SHOE BUSINESS! 


FREE to set 
a 


ing to friends, neighbors, relatives. 


= is you your prospect. Send post 
‘oday for Selling Outfit! 
fous Shoe Miz. Co.. Dept. A-172 


TODAY! 








Chippewa Falls, Wis. 








REVERSIBLE AUTO 
SEAT COVERS 


FLEXTON 
SNAKE-IEBRA DESIGN 





LEOPARD -COWHIDE DESIGN 


ORDER FROM MFR. AND SAVE 


Colorful SHAKE AND TEBRA DESIGN And 
LEOPARD-COWWIDE DESIGN. (on Be Used On 


With NYLON Thread For Long Weor Simple To 
BF Install. Dress Up Your Cor With A Set Of Either 
af Of These Colorful Expensive Looking Covers! 
10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Choice Of SPLIT Or Solid Front Seat Only $2.98 
Complete Set For Both Front & REAR ONLY $5.00 





Ig Specity sign Wanted, 
Moke Of Cor Aad Seat Style. Enclose Payment 
And Save Postage Or Sent (OD. 

CRYDER SALES CORP. Dept. P-40 
BOX 79, WHITESTONE 57, N. Y. 
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A doctor isn’t supposed to 
| have personal feelings in a 
case, but this time I had 
plenty of personal feelings 


her ward, Susie was back with her text 


| book. Just then, the P.S. system blared: 


“Emergency- O.R. calling Dr. Baird 
. Dr. Baird, emergency O.R. . . .” 

“Seems somebody wants you,” Susie 
said. 

“Yes,” I groaned as I stood up. “Prob- 
ably some kid swallowed a safety pin. 
Come on, Susie, let’s go see what the 
emergency is.” 

But when we arrived, one glance 
showed that this was more than the usual 
weekend mishap I’d gotten used to. 

“Big pile-up on the Turnpike, Doc,” 
the ambulance driver said to me. “Some 
of the other victims were taken to other 
hospitals. We brought this guy here be- 
cause it’s closer and he’s the worse off.” 

I turned to the figure lying deathly still 
under a blood-stained sheet. Susan lifted 
the sheet for me, then instinctively 
flinched. 

“No face,” the driver said to me. 

I took a look. The man had apparently 
gone through the windshield of the car 
because there was just a mass of blood 
and bone and flesh where his face was 
supposed to be. Yet, there was enough 
there for me to know that very instant— 
it was Buddy Parker. 

Yes, it’s a small world, and I guess | 
uttered his name in the shock of recog- 
nition. “You know him, Doc?” the am- 
bulance drived asked. 

“It’s Buddy Parker,” I said through 
tight lips. 

“The singer? No kiddin’!” 

“Shall I prepare the patient for emer- 
gency surgery, Doctor?” Susie asked. 

I stared down at the unconscious man 
and felt hate well up in me until it left 
a bitter taste in my mouth. It was a 
miracle that he was still alive. But then, 
Buddy Parker had always been lucky— 
especially when it came to women. Now 
it seemed his luck had run out. And I 
was supposed to step in and try to alter 
Fate. That was too much to ask, even of 
a doctor. 

“I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do 
for this patient,” I said grimly. 

Susie gasped in astonishment. “You 
mean you're not even going to try?” 

“There might be a chance, Doc,” the 


driver said. (Continued on Page 67) 
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By Margo Hughes 


ON of the nation’s top singing favorites, who 
recently returned to show business after a year’s 
absence battling a serious illness, has his friends wor- 
ried. He’s been missing too many performances and 
they’re afraid he'll kill himself if he continues to sing 
for he’s still terribly sick. 


Harry Belafonte hasn’t joined the dark glasses-in- 
the-night set just for kicks. His eye troubles persist so 
he has to keep away from bright lights, therefore he must 
wear dark glasses when the lights are turned on while 
he sings. 


Comedian Mantan Moreland is among the missing 
in the new Charlie Chan series made especially for tele- 
vision. The entire cast of movie characters, who were 
expecting to do the series, has been replaced. 


Singer Johnny Mathis asked for too much of the 
green stuff for the producers of “Long Hot Summer” so 
an ofay rock’n roller got the job to sing the movie's 
theme. 


Al Hibbler, who is afraid to fly the ocean, and not 
too particular about sailing it either, has quite a booking 
for his first European tour. He'll do 19 countries and 


get it over with. While working England Al will be im- | 
pressively billed as Albert George Edward Windsor 


Hibbler, a title given him by the Duke of Ellington. 


Little Richard, the once uninhibited rock ’n roll 
stylist, says he'll study the English language and classical 
music while attending a Seventh Day Adventist College 
in Alabama to prepare for his new career. 


John Bubbles, comedian-singer-dancer, best known 
as the taller member of the former team “Buck and Bub- 
bles” is a permanent feature on a daily radio show 
headed by Peter Lind Hayes and Mary Healy. He makes 


with the songs and jokes—no dancing on radio. 


“Last of the red hot mamas,” Mae Barnes, long- 
time fixture for many years at Jimmy Daniels’ swank 
Bon Soir club in New York’s Greenwich Village, has a 
lead part in the daily TV soap opera Kitty Foyle. 


The Ink Spots are confusing everyone again, with 
more than one group playing the big city at the same 
time. A swank Long Island (Continued on Page 82) 
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Vly own husband lay in the hospital an invalid, and there I 


was in the arms of his best friend. I felt the beat of his heart 


against mine and the male strength of his embrace and I 


wanted him. 


“© F ONLY—” Have you ever stopped 

to think how much of the unhappi- 

in our lives might have been 

ivoided “if only” we had said or done 

mething different at some point. I 

r really thought about it until after 

the accident—and then it was too late to 

change things. But that day last winter, 

when I left the hospital after my daily 

my husband, Sonny, my thoughts 

kept going back to that awful night six 
nths before. 

if only I hadn’t suggested running 

over to Central City for some Chinese 

food . if only Sonny hadn’t been 

driving so fast . . . if only that other 

car had stayed on the right side of the 


VISIE to 


. if only— 

| put my hand to my mouth to stifle 
the cry of anguish that rose in my throat. 
The man sitting next to me on the bus 
head. “Something wrong, 


highway .. 


turned his 
lady?” 

[ shut my eyes tight and shook my 
head 
was no point in torturing myself by 
thinking of what might have been. Noth- 


it 
; 


What was wrong with me? There 


God forgive me, I wanted him— 


ing could change the cold, hard facts. 
Sonny was in the hospital all banged up, 
maybe crippled for life, and I was going 
out of my mind with worry and loneli- 
ness. 

The bus reached my stop and I got off 


-and hurried toward the house Sonny and 


I had shared only a few short months. 
It was at the end of the block and was 
just like the other little bungalows that 
lined the street. I looked neither left nor 
right as I walked. I didn’t feel like talk- 
ing to any of my neighbors. If any of 
them were watching from their windows, 
I knew what they were thinking. 

“Poor Lena,” they’d cluck sympathet- 
ically, “she’s so young to have all that 
trouble. She’s bearing up well, though. 
Still and all, a good-looking woman like 
her needs a man.” 

Some of my neighbors had said the 
same thing to my face. 

“Sonny’s my man,” I told them loy- 
ally. “He'll be back home, just as good 
as new, some day . . .” 

I ran up the steps and went into the 
house. It was so still and lifeless that I 


FETS SES 


turned on the radio just to liven up the 
place. I thought about having a drink, 
decided not to, then changed my mind 
again. | sat down in the living room and 
waited for the day to pass. 

But you can’t always shut out bad 
memories, and the past returned to — 
plague me. It all began right there in 
the room where I sat sipping my drink. — 
It was Saturday night, and Joe and 
Laura had come over as usual. They 
were our only close friends in the neigh- 
borhood, all of us being about the same 
age. 
I had been too busy all day to prepare 
anything to eat for our weekend get- 
together, so after a couple of drinks, I 
said, “Laura, how about making our 
husbands take us out tonight?” 

“I’m all for it,” she smiled, wrinkling 
the button nose in her cute heart-shaped 
face. “Any ideas?” 

“Sure. Let’s go to that Chinese restau- 
rant in Central City,” I suggested. “Aft- 
erwards, maybe we can drag these two 
men to someplace we can dance.” 

Sonny was at the piano picking out 4 






















Joe’s arms held me, and he was no longer 
Laura’s husband nor was | Sonny's wife. ¥ « 
were just a man and woman, hungry for love, 

















tune and Joe was beating out the rhythm 
with two cocktail stirrers. They pre- 
tended not to hear us. I winked at Laura 
and picked up Sonny’s and Joe’s hats 
and slapped them on their heads. 

“Come on, you two,” I said. “You’ve 
got a date with your wives!” 

They groaned as I dragged them off 
the piano bench toward the door. Seeing 
that they were going to let us have our 
way, | poured fresh drinks for them. 
“Here’s your reward for being such will- 
ing companions,” I said sarcastically. 

Laura looked worried. “Maybe they’d 
better not, Lena,” she said. “If Joe is 
going to drive, or Sonny—” 

Sonny laughed, “Pll do the driving 

) you’ve got nothing to worry about,” 


die! Don’t let him die!” 

I barely recall the ambulance ride to 
the hospital or how I managed to get 
through that awful night. When morn- 
ing finally came we knew the worst. Ex- 
cept for some cuts and bruises, Joe and 
I were all right. But Laura was dead, 
and Sonny lay unconscious with his back 
so badly crushed the doctor said it was 
a miracle he was still alive. 

It took the insurance company months 
before they began paying on Sonny’s 
accident policy. Meanwhile, I took a job. 
Having something to do during the day 
helped make life endurable those first 
months Sonny was in the hospital. It 
wasn’t too bad during the day, but at 
night I died a thousand deaths as I re- 


The doctor tried to warn me that life would never be the 


same for my husband and me. Evenif he ever got well enough 


to walk out of the hospital, we would never again be able 


to make love, to share the most precious part of marriage. 


he said, downing the drink in two gulps. 

We piled into the car, Laura still pro- 
testing about riding with a drunken driv- 
er. “Ill show you who’s drunk!” Sonny 
yelled as he gunned the motor. 

(Actually, Sonny was a very good driv- 
er, and what happened a short time later 
was not because he was drunk or care- 
less. But I can’t help wondering whether 
that last drink I gave him dulled his 
senses a little. Just enough so that when 
that speeding car approached us in the 
wrong lane, he was a little too slow in 
swerving to the right. 

In any event, a terrified scream died in 
my throat as the car lurched to one side 
with a bone-chilling screech of rubber on 
pavement. The car spun over a couple 
of times and I blacked out. 

When I came to, I was lying on the 
ground next to Laura. She was lying 
very still, her legs folded up under her 
like a limp rag doll. Sonny was lying 
half under the car, covered with blood. 
| looked around as | struggled to my 
feet. Joe was up on the road trying to 
flag down a car. I remember thinking 
how funny it was that the car radio was 
still going. The song that came out in 
the stillness of the night was the same 
one that Sonny had been playing before 
we left home—how long ago had it 
been / 

“Oh, God!” I moaned. “Don’t let him 
Ls 


lived the horror of the accident. 

Mercifully, the nightmares stopped 
after a while. But then I would lie awake 
half the night, my mind numb, my emo- 
tions dead. 

The empty bed beside me seemed to 
mock my empty arms and I longed to be 
enveloped in Sonny’s embrace and to 
know again the warmth of his love. After 
tossing and turning for hours, I would 
finally drift off to sleep. 

The next morning my routine would 
begin all over again—work, a visit to the 
hospital, then back to the empty house. 
Joe was a true friend and did all he could 
to make things easier for me. He had 
locked up his house and taken a room in 
another neighborhood. But every ‘Sun- 
day he would have dinner with me. 

Joe didn’t show his sorrow. He hadn’t 
cried at Laura’s funeral and some people 
remarked that this was peculiar. But I 
knew how broken up inside he was, like 
a part of him had died when Laura did. 
Still, he was too young to mourn forever. 
I felt it would do him good to get out 
and meet people. 

“It would be like dancing on Laura’s 
grave,” he said, shaking his head sadly. 


WE HAD JUST finished our Sunday 

dinner and were sitting quietly, not 
talking much, each of us deep in our 
thoughts. 


“Why don’t you sell the house, Joe?” 
I asked. 

“It’s Laura’s house. We were so happy 
in it—I couldn’t bear the thought of 
someone else living in it.” He looked at 
me, his eyes full of concern. “But I’m 
worried about you, Lena,” he said. “Joe 
is alive, thank goodness, but—vwell, it 
will be a long time before he’s able to 
come home. What will you do in the 
meantime?” 

I shrugged. “Just what I’ve been do. 
ing all along.” 

He stared at me for a moment, then 
looked away. But not before I saw the 
hungry, yearning look in his eyes. It 
reminded me of the way Sonny some. 
times looked at me after we’d been away 
from each other for a long time. Some. 
how it made me vaguely uneasy, and at 
the same time aware of a pleasant little 
thrill of excitement. 

“Joe,” I said suddenly, “have you ever 
thought about—well, about marrying 
again?” 

He countered with a question. “Have 
you?” 

I gasped. “But Sonny is alive! It 
won't be long before he’s back home.” 

“Lena, I think you should prepare 
yourself for the worst,” Joe said gently. 
“With that back injury—well, Sonny 
may never be a real husband to you 
again.” 

It took a moment for the full meaning 
of his words to sink in. And then I was 
horrified. Never again to share the most 
precious part of marriage with Sonny? 
Never again to know the sweetness of his 
embrace and the depth of his love that 
stirred my very soul? 

“No! You’re wrong,” I cried. “If 
that’s the way it will be, maybe Sonny 
should have died.” 

I gasped and covered my mouth with 
my hands. I shouldn’t have said such a 
thing. It was wicked. I looked at Joe 
and tried to smile. “I’m sure you're 
wrong,” I said confidently. 

But the next day I discovered that 
Sonny had apparently been thinking the 
same thing as Joe. I was reading the 
weekly paper to him as I usually did 
and came across an item telling about 
dance given by a club we once belonged 
to. Sonny smiled and took my hand in 
his. “Remember the swell time we had 
last year at the dance, honey?” he asked. 

I nodded. “Last year? It seems ages 
ago.” 

Sonny frowned. “Yeah, I guess 80,” 
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he said slowly. “It must be tough on you 
—no dances, no movies, no more fun 
like we used to have.” 

“Only because without you it wouldn’t 
be fun anyway,” I said stoutly. “It won’t 
be long before we get back into the 
groove, darling.” 

“I_I’m not so sure,” he said, then 
added quickly, “even so, you're living 
like a hermit now. Why don’t you go 
out, Lena?” 

I stared at him. “You mean to dances 
and things?” 

“Yes,” he said. 

“With other men?” I asked. 

Sonny was silent for a moment. Then 
he said, “I know it sounds strange, Lena, 
but I mean every word. Lying here all 
day and all night with nothing to do is 
pretty awful, but like they say, every 
cloud has a silver lining. With all that 
time on your hands you do a lot of think- 
ing.” 

“And after all your thinking, what did 
you come up with, Mr. Terrell?” I 
asked, keeping my tone light. 

“There’s no reason for you to ruin 
your life because I’m all messed up.” 

“Now you stop that!” I scolded. 
“Don’t say such things.” 

“But it’s the truth, Lena,” he said 
gently. “I asked the doctor today. Oh, 
I'll walk again—someday. But—” His 
voice choked. “What I’m trying to say, 
honey, is even when I’m back on my feet 
again I don’t know if I'll ever be any 
good to you.” He took a breath, as if 
what he was saying took all his strength 
and courage. “So you see . 

I finally was able to speak and cut him 
off quickly. “I only see that you’ve got 
to stop thinking such things. Oh, Sonny, 
I don’t care if I have to wait a hundred 
years! No other man interests me. Only 
you. For always!” 

We dropped the subject after that, but 
I mentioned it later to Sonny’s doctor. 
He pursed his lips and said in a kind 
voice. “Your husband is trying to pre- 
pare you for the worst, Mrs. Terrell,” the 
doctor told me. “Unfortunately, his case 
is a complicated one.” 

“You mean he won’t get well?” I 
asked fearfully. 

“When he walks out of here, as I’m 
convinced he will, there’s no certainty 
that he will be the man he once was,” the 
doctor said frankly. “I don’t want to 
alarm you, but the physical side of your 
marriage may have to be greatly reduced 
—or even eliminated because of his con- 


” 


dition. You must face that fact.” 

I sat there, stunned. All the weeks and 
months of lonely waiting, all the aching 
hours without knowing Sonny’s tender 
love—had they been in vain? 

The doctor patted my shoulder sym- 
pathetically. “From what you told me 
your husband said, he realizes that you 
are young and attractive and quite nor- 
mal in your desires. He was only trying 
to let you know that he would understand 
if you—” 

I stood up abruptly. “Ill never be 
unfaithful to my husband, doctor, even if 


he thinks I could be!” I declared. 


UT NOW, as I sat staring at my 
empty glass and feeling more alone 
than any time since Sonny had been 
away, my thoughts began to turn to Joe. 
He was such a dear friend. Without him 
around to talk to I don’t know what | 
would have done. He had put aside his 
own sorrow to cheer me up and keep me 
from being so lonely. Yes, he had cer- 
tainly proved himself to be Sonny’s good 
friend. 

Then I began to wonder. Was Joe 
being so kind only because Sonny was 
his friend? I remembered how kind and 
thoughtful he always was. I remembered 
the way he looked at me. And I.remem- 
bered how my heart skipped a beat each 
time I saw that look in his eyes. 

I got up and fixed myself another 
drink. My pulse was pounding and my 
cheeks felt flushed. The only time I felt 
alive was when I was with Joe, whether 
we were talking together or just sitting 
quietly and sharing our loneliness. Did 
this mean that Joe could make me happy 
in other ways too? 

A strange excitement raced through 
me. But immediately I steeled myself 
against the uninvited sensation. Wouldn’t 
it be just as disloyal to Sonny for me 
to enjoy such feelings in private as it 
would be to share them with another 
man? 

Just then the doorbell rang. I knew it 
was time for Joe to come and once again 
my heart quickened its beating. I went 
to the door. 

“Hello, Lena,” Joe said when I opened 
the door. He took my hand. “How’s 
Sonny today?” 

“Oh—about the same, I guess,” I said. 
“Come on in.” 


I sat down wearily. “I hope you’re not 
hungry,” I said. “I didn’t fix anything 
to eat. I’ve been feeling down in the 





dumps ever since I left the hospital this 
afternoon.” 

Joe smiled. “You don’t have to apolo- 
gize, Lena. I appreciate all the trouble 
you go to making meals for me, but hon- 
estly, I couldn’t eat anything now. I 
guess I’ve been down in the dumps too.” 

“That makes two of us,” I said. “It’s 
easier when you have company.” 

“Everything is easier for me—because 
of you, Lena,” Joe said solemnly. 

We gazed at each other for a long mo- 
ment and I felt my cheeks burning as his 
eyes bored into mine. Then Joe looked 
away and said lightly, “I will have some- 
thing to drink, though.” 

“Of course.” I hurried into the kitch- 
en. I stayed there a long time, trying to 
calm the inner turmoil that made my 
knees weak and my hands trembly. 

“Need any help?” Joe called out. 

“This ice tray—it’s stuck,” I said. 
“But I think I can manage.” 

But Joe came in to help me. I tugged 
at the stubborn ice cube tray. Suddenly 
it loosened and I stumbled backwards 
into Joe’s arms. I rested there as if it 
were the most natural thing in the world. 
Joe’s arms slid around my waist and | 
felt his lips touch my neck. “No!” } 
said, my voice edged with panic. And I 
pulled away from him. Silently, I closed 
the refrigerator door and began empty- 
ing the ice cubes. 

The tension mounted in the long si- 
lence. I had the feeling that if I looked 
at him I would melt into his arms, so I 
kept my eyes averted. Finally Joe said 
in a strained (Continued on Page 50) 
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“Jeanette was busy trying to watch the 
drivein movie, but Stanley kept whis 





pering in her ear and fooling around. 
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What should have been 


a little harmless revenge was 


suddenly a nightmare of terror 


HE ROOM I SAT IN was different than any I could rememher: 

small, hot, a little smelly, and bare except for one or two chairs and 
the bench on which I sat. I was scared and the sweat popped out on my face 
like the time I had the flu. 

I wanted to get up and run out of the room and never look back. I wanted to keep 
on running, right out of town, without ever seeing my folks or home or the kids at 
school or anybody I knew ever again. 

But I couldn’t run. I had played the grownup woman, now I had to be one. 
There was no one to blame—not my mother or father, nor Mr. and Mrs. 
Anderson, not even poor Jeanette. No, there was no one to blame but 
myself, and in a few minutes I was going to have to walk through 
that big green door into that room full of policemen and tell them 

everything. I wouldn’t be able to hide anything. I was going 
to have to tell it all, and live in shame for the 
rest of my life. (Continued on Page 68) 
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PRIVATE LIFE OF| * 


S*M COOKE, at the age of twenty-three, has 
just inhaled a noseful of the first sweet smell 
of success. During the last nine months the 
singer has had three records sell for more than 
three million copies. He has appeared on some 
of the biggest television shows, and draws up to 
$4,000 for a week’s work doing personal appear- 





; ances. 
* Just before all this happened, Sam had virtu- 

a ei ally no income. And having now enjoyed such Ine 

d astronomical success, he can no longer stand still. wn 

& He must either rise higher or sink back into glir 
; oblivion. Faced with this fact—and enjoying 

such by-products of fame as a wardrobe full of Los 

ivy league clothes and a 1958 Cadillac, Sam sai 

Cooke’s private life has become only a round of lo 

rehearsals, press interviews, theater and television unt 

appearances, recording sessions, business confer- I ii 

ences and study of new material. sha 








Leaving CBS-TV’s studio 50 in New York after t 
hearsing for an appearance on The Big Record, Sam 


: 4 3 ap 
is besieged by autograph-hunting teen-agers. 
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For Sam, this is all pretty wonderful. It allows him to make a good living doing 
the thing he likes best. For when he was only six years old he was singing in his 
father’s church choir in Chicago. As a matter of fact, Sam’s father, the now-retired 
Rev. C. S. Cook (Sam added an “e” to his last name later) had all of the Cook 
children—five boys and three girls—singing in various churches that he pastored. 
As teen-agers they organized the Highway Q.C.s, a gospel group, when their father 
pastored Chicago’s Highway Baptist Church. 

Sam never had a formal voice lesson, for while singing with the young gospel 
group he came to the attention of S. R. Crane, founder-arranger-director of the 


famed Soul Stirrers. Crane asked Sam, who was seventeen years old at the time, to 
join the Soul Stirrers. Sam jumped at the chance and went on the road, touring the 
U. S., Canada and Mexico, and learning more about singing than he ever knew 
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existed. “I had a wonderful time, a won- 
derful life,” he recalls. “I was doing the 
thing I liked best and getting paid for it. 
The $50 or so a week I got at the begin- 
ning seemed like a fortune. I was just a 
teen-ager then. Later, I earned more and 
more money until my salary more than 
tripled. It was one church after another 
on the one-nighter trail, and at seven- 
teen, who cares about inconveniences?” 

Sam stayed with the Soul Stirrers for 
six years, playing theaters, barns, arenas, 
churches, lofts, store-fronts and prac- 
tically anything else that had a roof 
over it. 

Meanwhile, during a Los Angeles en- 
gagement, Sam met Robert (Bumps) 
Blackwell, an oldtime musician and ar- 





Ina recording studio, a casual-looking Sam ranger who formerly worked with Billy 


warbles soulfully into a microphone dan- 
gling just a few inches above his head. 


Eckstine, Earl Hines, Benny Carter and 
others, and who was then an artists-and- 
repertoire man for Specialty Records of 
Los Angeles. “Bumps told me I ought to switch to the pop field,” Sam says. “He 
said I had the voice, the confidence and the equipment to work as a single, and that 
I ought to give it a try. Frankly, the pop field hadn’t much attraction for me up 
until then. I was happy enough on the gospel trail and making myself a nice living. 
I liked the people I was working with and I was learning more and more about 
show business every day. 

“But the more I thought about the pop field the more interesting it became. 


e 





Holding a business conference, Sam discusses future 
appearances with Larry Aurebach (1.) and Larry W olf- 


son, both of the William Morris Booking Agency. 



































Reading trade paper, rookie pop crooner 
Sam discusses item with vocalist Margaret 
Whiting, a veteran of show business. 


Between record breaks, Sam holds 
close-quarters chat with his personal 
manager, Robert (Bumps) Blackwell. 
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ig the rhumba, Sam takes time out from TV rehearsal to 
nters from one of leading exponents of Latin American 
ums, Xavier Cugat, who also appeared on TV show. 
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Practicing dance steps for television show, Sam is coached by ~ 
famed choreographer June Taylor (r.), while chorus girl Gloria” 
Danyle joins in to help show the singer just how it is done. 


Busy Sam Cooke finds that pursuit of success too time-consuming 
to leave him any life of his own—but the money is_ nice 


of course, had a good deal of in- 
He was constantly prodding me 
ike the change whenever he got the 
Then, there were a lot of things 
ed to do. I wanted to do things 
family, and | wanted nice things 
y»wn. Making a living was good 
but what’s wrong with doing 
than that?” 
ist Sam quit the gospel group and 
years studied the pop market, 
to countless records, reading 
papers and rehearsing with Black- 
He even went to dramatic school 
yell. 
June of last year, Blackwell de- 
Sam was ready to cut a record, so 
him in to talk with Specialty 
Among the tunes recorded was 


one written by Sam’s brother, L. C. 
Cook. Its title: You Send Me. “We had 
a lot of help on the session,” Sam re- 
members. “Bumps conducted the orches- 
tra and S. R. Crane, my old mentor with 
the Soul Stirrers, helped on the arrange- 
ment. It was he who taught me to use 
my voice the way I do; the “Oh, oh, oh” 
gimmick, which is now becoming so 
popular.” 

Despite this, however, Specialty cooled 
on Sam’s performance, and didn’t bother 
to promote him. Weeks later, Blackwell 
switched to Keen Records, operated by 
John and Alex Simons and Andy Karres, 
who also run an aircraft parts business. 
At Blackwell’s insistence, they bought 
the master of You Send Me and released 
it on their label, then spent two months 


on promotional work with disc jockeys, 
distributors and other people in the ree- 
cord business. Today, You Send Me, has’ 
sold more than two million copies. And, 
ironically enough, with the success of 
this song Cooke’s old company, Specialty 
Records, released two of the songs Sam 
had cut for them—ZI’ll Come Running” 
Back To You and For Sentimental Rea 
sons, both now having passed the 500; 
000 sales mark. 

What is it like, riding to the top of 
the ladder? As Sam puts it: “It’s pretty 
much as I expected it to be. It’s com- 
petitive, it’s exciting, it’s rewarding and 
I love it. But you’ve gotta produce. You 
can’t fool the public with slipshod per- 
formances and you can’t hoodwink the 


people who (Continued on Page 81) 
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Lighting a cigarette, Sam takes a coffee break with Broadway dancing star Carol Haney. 
The singer believes that television appearances have been the biggest aid to his career, 
despite the wide success of his records, including the million-selling You Send Me. 


Leaving studio after hard day’s work, Sam pauses to light 
a cigarette on busy New York street, and to worry about 
his next job. Now a star, he must make good every time. 
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Fascinated by the intricacies of television 
production, Sam watches technical crews at 
work along with bandleader Louis Jordan. 
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“A TOAST to the bride and groom!” 

I felt Drucilla squeeze my hand as we smiled and accepted the con- 
gratulations of our friends. I glanced at my bride and felt my heart tie itself 
in knots, just as it always did at the sight of her bright smile and flawless 
beauty. My hand holding the champagne glass trembled with half-suppressed 
excitement at the thought that this lovely creature was now mine. 

“Cool it!” I said to myself sternly. “You’re Ted Mills, the guy no girl 
could upset.” And another part of me answered, “Not until Drucilla came 
along!” 

I drained the wine in my glass in one swallow, then managed to slip away as 
some of Drucilla’s friends came up and started gushing over her. Russell, who 
was my best man, signalled to me and I joined him at the punch bowl. He 
stuck a glass of punch in my hand. 

“I need something stronger than this,” I told him, “and I don’t mean 
champagne!” 

He jerked his head toward the hallway and I followed him. “Is all this 
necessary?” I asked when we were safely outside. 

“Receptions are quite necessary, chum,” Russell grinned. “You're not 
legally married until after the reception.” (Continued on Page 51) 





What was wrong with me that I couldn’t bear to 


touch this beautiful woman who had become my wife? Had I 


waited too late—had there been too many women before her? 
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What was wrong with me that I couldn’t bear to 


touch this beautiful woman who had become my wife? Had I 


waited too late—had there been too many women before her? 





was the way all our arguments ended, 
me feeling sorry for him and remember- 
only good things, like being in his arms. 





| BARGAINED 
FOR HAPPINESS 


I was willing to do anything—lie, cheat, steal, just to have 


things the way I wanted them, to be rid of the terrible scar 


that marred my body—and nothing was going to stop me 


VEN NOW, after all these years, I 
can still hear Aunt Carrie’s thin, 
whiney voice—her bitter words: “You 
have to pay for happiness, Trudy,” she’d 
say, over and over. “Everything in this 
world is barter and trade. If you ain’t 
got nuthin’ to trade, you’re outta luck.” 
You had to have something to trade for 
whatever good thing you wanted out of 
life—you had to have beauty or talent or 
money—you had to have something. 

It never occurred to me not to believe 
her. She was ugly and old before her 
time. She worked hard, cleaning other 
ladies’ houses, and she didn’t have any- 
thing, not any happiness or friends or 
even ever enough money. Her whole life 
had been like that, being the older of the 
two girls, having to take care of her 
younger, pretty sister and their crippled 
father. Then, when the pretty sister—that 
was my mother—was seventeen, she fell 
in love with a sailor and got into trouble. 
He’d gone off, and I’d been born. My 
mother had died right then. Months 
later, while I was still a baby, my grand- 
father had died. And there was poor 
Aunt Carrie, still not free because she 
had me to care for. 

In her own way, she was good to me. 
She never blamed me, and she shared 
what she had. The trouble was she had 
only poverty and loneliness and bitter- 
ness to share. 

Until I was twelve I lived in a little 
shell of hopelessness. I thought I was 
like Aunt Carrie. I had nothing either, 


so how could I hope to get anything? 

But about that time something hap- 
pened that made everything different 
after that. Aunt Carrie was fixing supper 
when there was a knock on the door, so 
I ovened it. It was a ragged old bum 
selling shoe laces and razor blades. | 
told him we didn’t want any, but he 
pushed in. “You alone, kid?” he asked, 
and I backed away from the stale smell 
of the whisky on his breath. I tried to 
speak, but there was something funny 
in his eyes that made me freeze all over. 
He reached out, but before he caught me, 
Aunt Carrie came in. 

“Get out before I yell for the cops,” 
she shrilled at him. He went, fast. Puz- 
zled and scared, I watched while she 
bolted the door. Then she grabbed my 
arm and dragged me into the kitchen. 
She stared at me under the bright light, 
as if she were seeing me for the first 
time. I was trembling all over—I didn’t 
know what I’d done. 

“You’re going to look like your Ma, 
Trudy,” she said at last, not taking her 
eyes off me. “You're going to be pretty 
—real pretty.” 

A warm little glow of excitement 
spread all through me. I tore away from 
her grasp and ran into my room to the 
mirror. I guess it was the first time I’d 
really looked at myself—looked for any- 
thing good, that is. I liked what I saw. 
I was pretty. My hair was soft and 
straight and my skin was like creamy 
milk chocolate. My features were deli- 
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ly carved, my eyes deep and velvety. 
was too thin, but beginning to show 
nising curves in the right places. 
juinted my eyes to shut out the drab, 
tting hand-me-downs I wore, and all 
2 sudden my imagination went wild. 
s a wonderful moment, like being 
rn all over again, as someone else, 
meone who did have something. 
hat night while we ate our supper 
Aunt Carrie told me, “You'll have your 
hance, Trudy. The way you're going to 
ok someday you can get anything you 
Just be sure you don’t throw it 
like your Ma did. You got to be 


lothing changed on the outside. We 

still poor, and I still had no friends, 

ecent home. At my school there were 

kinds of kids—the nice ones who 

| on the other side of Franklin and 

tough ones who lived on our side. 

nice ones weren’t interested in me, 

he others—I didn’t want to be like 

th So I stayed alone, waiting till I 
ut of high school. 

But everything was different on the 

I lived on hopes and dreams. I 

knew exactly what I wanted: love, mar- 

friends, warmth and fun and 

enough money to have everything nice. 

ietimes I’d try to share my plans with 

Aunt Carrie. I'd say, “Once I’m out of 

high school and have a good job, we can 


) 


move to a decent apartment, and then I'll 
meet the right kind of people. And when 
I get married, /’ll take care of you.” 

But she wouldn’t talk about it. She’d 
tell me crossly not to count my eggs till 
they were hatched. I guess she’d known 
a long time about her heart. She died in 
her sleep just three days before my grad- 
uation. 

I cried a littlke—she’d never had a 
chance. But I couldn’t grieve long. We'd 
never been close. And it was spring. And 
I was eighteen. And this was the sum- 
mer I’d waited all my life for . . 

In a way it was a good summer. I got 
a nice job right away with a big dairy 
company, and a few weeks later my own 
little bachelor apartment on the near 
north side—on the right side. And grad- 
ually I filled my closet with pretty clothes. 
I learned lots of things about make-up 
and hair, and I knew I was much prettier 
than most girls. Enough men—and 
women, too—stared at me in a way even 
I, mixed up as I was, couldn’t mistake. 
But in another way it was disappointing. 
I hadn’t found love or even any friends. 

I didn’t know what was wrong. No 
one knew about my past. I’d invented a 
big story about my parents, the beautiful 
home I’d been reared in, the wonderful, 
gay times Id had, the friends, dates, ex- 
citing times. I put the whole made-up 
past in California. I said I’d come to 


I should have recognized 


Vince’s terrible jealousy for 


what it was—a warning his 


mind was dangerously sick 


Chicago to visit a friend and decided to 
stay on. I did everything I could to make 
them think I was somebody. 

But nobody seemed to care. It wasn’t 
that they didn’t believe me. They just 
weren’t interested. 

Then, that September, I met Vince 
Kimball—and I thought I'd finally found 
my happiness. I’d seen Vince around 
plenty of times. He was one of the drivers 
and had to come in every afternoon to 
turn in his report. But he never smiled, 
he never kidded around like the other 
drivers did, never said anything to any- 
body, and I ignored him like everybody 
else did. 

It happened the day of the company 
picnic at Grosse Point. Everybody had 
to go. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have. They 
closed up the office at 1 p.m. that day, 
and we were all herded into cars. It was 
a beautiful Indian summer day, and 
everybody was in a fun mood. 

I wanted to be part of it all, but I 
didn’t know how. The fellows got busy 
unloading the cars, and the girls be 
gan fixing the food. They didn’t need 
me. I began to feel invisible and finally 
just wandered off. 

I found a little clearing far enough 
from the others not to be seen, close 
enough to hear the laughter and shout- 
ing—and the music from somebody's 
portable radio. I dropped down on the 
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ground and suddenly began to cry. | 
was still out of everything, still alone, 
apart—and I didn’t know why. 

I don’t know how long I'd been there 
like that when I heard the voice: “What 
the—! What are yeu doing here?” 

He sounded angry. I looked up, star- 
tled, and recognized Vince Kimball—the 
quiet one who always looked a little mad 
at everybody. “What’s the matter, kid?” 
he asked, seeing my tears. 

Suddenly I realized how I must look— 
swollen eyes, my hair all messed up. | 
turned away, muttering, “I hate picnics.” 

“It’s crowds I hate,” he said. “You’d 
think they’d just give us a day off in- 
stead, wouldn’t you?” He dropped down 
beside me. Then for a minute he just 
stared. “You're the prettiest girl in the 
place. Why wouldn’t you—” He broke 
off, flustered. 

“You're the best looking fellow,” | 
shot back. “So what does that—” Then 
we both began to laugh. 

That was how it started with Vince 
and me. Two lonely ones, not fitting in, 
not knowing how but needing someone— 
] see now it was only natural we’d be 
drawn to each other. 

But of course I didn’t see it that way 
then. I only saw how good looking he 
was, and how he seemed to like being 
with me. I saw how easily we could talk 
to each other—how I didn’t have to pre- 
tend with him. Nor he with me. We 
spent the whole afternoon there, not car- 
ing whether we ate or not. It was like a 
dam bursting, the way we talked, ex- 
changing all our stored up loneliness and 
fears and hurts. . 

We talked about our pasts. Vince was 
an orphan, too. “At least, as far as I 
know, or care,” he said bitterly. He 
didn’t remember his father. His mother 
wasn’t any good—that was all he said— 
and they took him away from her when 
he was eight years old. Until he went 
into the army at seventeen, he lived in a 
home, as a ward of the state. He talked 
a little about those years, how he hated 
it, hated being charity, how he lived 
through the days and weeks and months 
and years in a kind of frozen waiting 
till he was old enough to get out and not 
have to depend on anybody for anything. 
I knew how he felt. Hadn’t it been like 
that with me? 

“Till never feel rid of the place,” he 
said viciously, “until I’ve paid them back 
for all their stinking charity.” He said 
that sometimes when he was fighting in 


Guam he’d almost hoped he’d be killed. 
“T took out this insurance,” he explained, 
“for the Home, so I'd die free!” 

I didn’t understand why he cared so 
much. I asked him. I said, “Why does 
it matter now?” 

His fury was frightening. “I don’t 
want to owe them anything,” he grated, 
“not even gratitude.” He turned to me, 
and some of the tightness eased out of his 
face and voice. “But I’ll die sometime,” 
he added matter-of-factly, “and they'll 
get it back—with interest.” 

Maybe if I’d been smarter or older or 
more experienced I’d have known there 
had to be something seriously wrong 
with him. But I wasn’t. I shivered and 
said, “I’m glad you weren’t killed, 
Vince.” 

It was like the sun bursting out after a 
storm the way his face changed. “I was 
in the hospital a year, and I wanted to 
die,” he said. “But now I’m glad I 
didn’t, too.” 

We changed the subject then, began 
talking about our jobs. He said he liked 
driving a milk truck. “I like to be out 
in the world before everybody gets into 
it.” He picked up my hand, and his eyes 
got all soft and dreamy and made me 
want to reach out and touch his face. 
“The world’s all clean then, Trudy, and 
quiet and peaceful. It makes me feel 
good, like it’s all mine—” He broke off, 
embarrassed. 

When we left with the others, I felt 
so different. We rode in the same car, 
and when we got to my place, Vince 
walked to the door with me. “I always 
hated women,” he said shyly, “but may- 
be it’s different with you, Trudy.” 

I thought he was sweet and sensitive 
and wonderful. I thought my happiness 
was beginning at last. 


E WERE MARRIED less than a 

month later. The night Vince pro- 
posed, he said, “I don’t see how a girl as 
pretty as you could want to tie up with a 
bum like me, but I love you so—” We 
were walking home from a movie that 
night, holding hands. 

I just stopped and looked up at him, 
too thrilled to speak. But I didn’t have 
to. He grabbed me right there on the 
sidewalk. When our lips pulled apart, 
I said shakily, “You're not a bum. You’re 
the man I love.” 

We went to City Hall the next day dur- 
ing our lunch hours and spent the next 
three nights finding an apartment and 


buying a lot of cute furniture—on time. 
That Saturday we were married. It didn’t 
matter to either of us that we had no 
friends or family with us, we were too 
happy having each other. We spent the 
rest of the day at Riverview, acting like 
children in the Fun House and on the 
rides and getting our pictures taken and 
our fortunes told. And when it got dark, 
we danced under the stars. We spent that 
night at a hotel. As soon as we were all 
alone in our room, Vince said he had a 
present for me. 

“I wish I could give you the whole 
world, Trudy,” he said miserably. He 
was standing a few feet from me, and he 
didn’t move closer. “But I’m not the 
kind of a guy that ever can. This is all 
I have—” he held out an envelope. 

I took it wonderingly. It was Vince’s 
life insurance with the army, and my 
name was on it as the beneficiary. “I 
guess I love you more than I hate them,” 
he said simply. 

I just stood there and cried. It made 
me feel so terribly important. 

That night, our wedding night, was 
the happiest time I have ever had in my 
whole life. I belonged, completely, to 
someone else—and he belonged to me. 
We were two now, going ahead together. 

I didn’t think there was anything 
wrong in Vince’s terrible, fierce posses- 
siveness, his exulting words, “You're 
mine now—all mine. You’re beautiful— 
and no one else can ever have you.” | 
reveled in his loving me so much, want- 
ing me so wildly. I guess you’d have had 
to have been as unwanted, uncared for 
all your life like I was to understand. | 
was so sure I’d come to the end of my 
rainbow, found my pot of gold. 

But how wrong I was! We had seven 
weeks together that were mostly good— 
because I wouldn’t look at the strange, 
wrong parts. Then another month that 
was agony. Then it was over, and I could 
only wonder how I could have been so 
blind to all the warning signs. I was just 
too inexperienced, and too anxious to 
find excuses. Like telling myself his not 
having any friends wasn’t so strange. / 
didn’t have any either, did I? The dif- 
ference was / wanted them. Vince didn’t. 
He hated people. He wanted only me. 
And it was so new and exciting and won- 
derful to be so wanted, so important to 
someone, I couldn’t worry about it. Even 
his wild, unreasonable jealousy didn’t 
scare me; his refusing to let me go back 
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It began in innocence and ended in shame. But what else could I 


have done when the man I married was old and tired and the one | 


loved was young and vibrant. It was only a matter of time until 


I stood before my husband—accused of a wife’s one unforgivable sin 


COULDN’T TURN to face Duncan. 
t was enough to have to be damned 
every accusation he flung at me, 
let alone try to face up to him—to deny 
| had given myself to another 
man. He had his facts too straight, too 
letailed, too everlastingly damning for 
to challenge with any defense of my 
But how could he know? 1 won- 
d over and over. How could he pos- 
sibly have found out—about me—and 
Ed? | was trapped and he knew it— 
yrnered like a tired mouse that was too 
frightened to move and too confused to 
to fight back. 
Well?” Duncan demanded sharply. 
Where do we go from here?” 
‘he words seemed to bounce around 
he static silence of our living room. 
| turned them over slowly in my own 
|, wondering at the same time if he 
ally did want an answer from me at all. 
vere was there for us to go? And if 
ere was a where, what could it possibly 
old for us now? I had tossed away any 
nce at happiness we ever could hope 
e again, flung it aside just as reck- 
essly as | had dared to share his love 
h Ed Tucker. What was there for me 
y now? What can any woman say 
her husband when he finds out she’s 
n herself away? 
Well, Loretta?” Duncan prodded 
‘I’m still waiting. You must have 
explanation for what you’ve done 


—or am I to be taken for such an utter 
fool that you don’t feel any explanation 
is necessary? Is that it? Is that what 
you think? No—Never mind—Don’t tell 
me. You don’t have to. I know your 
kind. I’ve treated them hundreds of 
times at the office and wondered to my- 
self what kind of a lie they could tell 
their husbands to cover up their rotten 
diseases. No . . . you don’t have to tell 
me anything. I might be old, but I’m not 
so old I don’t know the difference be- 
tween a real woman and a born gutter 
tramp. The only trouble is I found out 
too late. If I’d had any sense twenty 
years ago I’d have left you there—right 
where I found you—right in the gutter 
where you could wallow with the rest of 
your kind.” 

“Please, Duncan—” | started to beg 
feebly, tears of bitter regret welling up 
in my eyes. “Please—Please try to un- 
derstand—” 

“Understand!” he snapped back. “Un- 
derstand what? What is a man supposed 
to anderstand about his wife giving her- 
self to another man? Huh? Tell me 
that. What am I supposed to do—pat 
you on the head gently and say ‘that’s all 
right, honey, you go out and get yourself 
a boy friend whenever you think you 
need one.’ Is that the kind of understand- 
ing I’m supposed to have? Huh? Like 
hell it is!” 

Duncan’s voice fairly shook with rage 


and for a moment I thought he was go- 
ing to bring his fist crashing down on 
my jaw. I sat there sobbing, too ashamed 
to look him straight in the face, and 
much too upset to try to make sense out 
of the jumbled thoughts in my mind that” 
needed to be put into words. I wanted 
to shout out to him that nothing had 
happened as cheap as he had made it 
sound, but I just couldn’t bring myself 
to tell him what was in the back of my 
mind—all the things he should have 
realized long before now. It was enough 
that I had hurt him as I had, and it 
would only have made matters worse to 
tell him he had grown too old to satisfy 
this craven hunger for love that h 

gradually come to possess me in recent 
years. : 
How much better off, I reflected so 
berly, would things have been if I h 

been able to bring myself to be hone 

with him right from the beginning. How 
much better still if I had gone to him 
and confessed my affair with Ed rather 
than have him hear it from the lips of 
some boozy call girl who was willing to 
trade what she knew for as much cash 
as the traffic would bear. But what wom 
an ever dares tell her husband she 
cheated a little bit until it’s too late: 
Worse yet, what woman can be so cruel” 
as to tell her aging husband that he is 
no longer a satisfactory lover, that her 
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Drinking beer in the tavern was about the on 
thing to do ona day off. Thats wher: 
Sam Turner 


Bed met 
‘an older man, the Rind | like 
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The want-ad I read promised easy work 
and big money up North. But the truth 
was that it was like being sold into slavery. 


A THE NEWSPAPERS carried the story, and it was 
real messy. But it was my story and I’m going to tell 
how it really happened. Not that those reporters didn’t 
write the truth. They did. But they didn’t know all the 
story. Nobody does but me, and I’m going to tell it now. 

The reason why I’m telling it now is because the good 
people who helped me say it might do some good. They 
say it might keep some other girl like me—dumb and 
small-towny like | was—from making the same mistake 
and ruining her life. I hope so. 

No matter how much it hurts me to talk about what’s 
past, I’m going to tell my story because I see these young 
girls from small towns are still being tricked into coming 
up north to New York City. Instead of finding good jobs 
making $15 and $20 a day like they’re promised, they end 
up walking the streets—penniless, homeless and ready for 
trouble—just like I was. 

Well, it all started back in the small North Carolina 
town where I was born and where I figured I'd live the 
rest of my life. Up until I was fifteen years old there 
wasn’t anything special about me and the way I lived. 
There was my mother and father and two brothers, both 
younger than I was. Then, about two years ago—I’m not 
eighteen yet—it seemed like the whole world came to an 
end. My father, who worked in the freight yards, got 
killed in a railroad accident. 

Everything changed after that. The little money the 
company gave Mama was used up by the funeral and other 
bills. So I got a job working in the store of Josh Summers, 
who was an old friend of the family. (Only he wasn’t too 
old, it turned out later.) The job didn’t pay much, but I 
was able to help out at home. And I was real proud of 
that. 

Still, it wasn’t enough. “It’d be different if it was just 
the two of us,” Mama said one day, as she sat resting her 
feet after work. “But there’s Tommy and Bud and it’s 
more’n a notion making ends meet, Lorry. Besides, the 
boys need a man around the house—” 

I stared at her. “What are you trying to tell me, 
Mama?” I asked. 

For a long time she sat looking out the window, not 
saying anything, just watching my brothers play cowboys 
in the yard. “What is it, Mama?” I asked again. 

“I’m going to marry Josh Summers,” she said, not turn- 
ing around. 

I couldn’t believe it. “Marry Josh?” I gasped. 

“He asked me last night and I said—Josh Summers is 

















a good man!” Mama said, angry like. 
But—but he’s an old man,” I said to 
her, just as mad as she was. “Talking 
sweet to you! And he’s supposed to be 
Daddy’s best friend. Some friend!” 
Mama swung around, her eyes shiny 
with tears but her face set grim. “What 
do you know, girl?” she snapped. “Josh 
Summers is a fine, God-fearin’ man. And 
he’s not too old to make life pleasureable 
for a tired, worn-out, lonely widow with 
three kids on her hands!” 
| opened my mouth to toss out a smart 
remark, but the flash in her eyes warned 
me not to. “You’re just a child,” she 


went on in a softer voice. “You can’t 


Sue Ellen was not impressed. “Yeah, 
girl, but nobody’s heard a word from 
Thelma since she left town, either.” 

“Then she must be doing all right.” 

“So you say. Personally, I think she’s 
dead,” my friend said in a mysterious 
voice. 

“What? Are you kidding?” I de- 
manded. 

“TI can see her now,” Sue Ellen went 
on, rolling her eyes, “froze stiff as a 
board. Dead! You know how cold they 
say it gets up there in New York.” 

“Girl, you must be losing your natural 
mind,” I laughed. 

She grabbed my arm. “Or maybe 


PT wasnt a kid anymore. and the hick town I was 


born in wasn’t big enough to hold me now. I 


Wanted to see the big city and the bright lights 





know how it is for a woman. But I'll tell 
Josh Summers loved and re- 
spected your daddy just as much as you 
or me or anybody else. Remember that.” 

| didn’t argue with Mama. Not when 
she talked like that. But I swore on the 
ry of my dead father that I would 
never live under the same roof with the 
man Mama had picked to take Daddy’s 
place. I'd worshipped my father and I 
just couldn’t understand how Mama 
could forget him so easy like that. To 
me, not even 16 yet and green as grass, it 
seemed she was walking on Daddy’s 


you this 


mem 


grave by marrying again. 

| realize now that I was all wrong and 
that I didn’t even give Mama and Josh a 
to change my mind. I was so sure 
ight. I quit my job at Josh’s store, 
telling Mama that since it would soon be 
in the family there wasn’t any need for 
work. I was pretty flip about it. 

The time for the wedding got closer 
and closer and I became desperate. If I 
didn’t find another job and go out on my 
own, I'd be forced to live with my mother 
and my stepfather. 

‘You're crazy to be thinking about 
leaving home, girl,” my friend Sue Ellen 
told me one afternoon. “You better act 
like you’ve got some sense.” 

‘How do you sound?” I said. “Your 
Thelma left home, didn’t she? 
I’m just as big as she is and twice as 
smart, even if she is older than I am.” 
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something even worse happened to her.” 

“Like what, for instance?” 

“Maybe she became a—” Sue Ellen 
put her lips to my ear and whispered the 
awful word. 

“You mean doing— for money?” I 
gasped. 

My friend nodded solemnly. “And 
that’s only part of what could happen to 
you if you left home,” she warned. 

I must admit that Sue Ellen’s wild 
imagination made a deep impression on 
me, even though I scoffed at her warn- 
ings. Nothing bad like that would ever 
happen to me, I told myself confidently. 

Then I saw the leaflet. I guess they’d 
been distributed around town for quite 
a while, but I’d never noticed it before. 
One glance at the big printed words, and 
I was sure I had the solution to my prob- 
lem The leaflet read: 


YOUNG WOMEN 
18 years and up 
GOOD JOBS are waiting for 
YOU 
If you want to earn up to $20 a day— 
Two days off each week— 
Paid vacations! 
See Mr. Miller 
Crown Employment Agency 
(Traveling expenses and fare to New 
York City paid by us.) 


GIRLS! 


ACT NOW! GET OUT OF THAT RUT! 


New York City! I carefully folded the 
leaflet and put it in my purse. I knew 
where the Crown Employment Agency 
was down on Main Street, but the leaflet 
sounded too good to be true so I took it 
with me. I decided to see Mr. Miller that 
very day. On the way home from school 
I went to the agency. 

Mr. Miller was a fat, jovial man who 
gave a little chuckle every time he opened 
his mouth. I didn’t like the way he talked 
—or the way his fat little pig eyes slid 
over me—but I wanted to find out about 
that leaflet. 

“So you want to leave town, eh, 
girlie,” Mr. Miller said with his funny 
laugh. “You ain’t in trouble are you?” 

“Trouble?” I didn’t understand. 

He winked. “With a feller, I mean.” 

“Of course not!” I said, angrily. 

His pink cheeks turned red. “Now 
don’t get mad, girlie. We have to ask 
these questions before we give you all 
this money.” 

“What money?” I asked. 

“Well, we give you $10 expense money 
along with your ticket,” he told me. 

“What about the work?” 

“You ever done housework? For 
money, | mean?” When I shook my 
head, he said, “Well, that don’t matter. 
It’s real easy. All them homes up north 
got modern appliances and there’s no 
heavy work.” He peered closely at me. 
“How old are you?” he asked suddenly. 

Just then, I saw Josh Summers pass by 
the big window. I wasn’t sure he saw me, 
but I didn’t want to take any chances. 
“Thanks, mister,” I said, getting up and 
heading for the door. “Thanks a lot.” 

“Hey, where you goin’, girlie?” he 
yelled. 

“I’ve got to go now. I’ll be back— 
maybe.” 

I hurried outside, but there was no 
sign of Josh. Good, I thought. Maybe he 
didn’t see me after all. All the way home 
my brain was whirling with figures and 
visions of a new and wonderful life far 
off in New York City. The man said he’d 
give me $10—cash. I knew then that I 
wouldn’t rest until I was on that train 
headed north. 

But that night, all my dreams were 
smashed. It turned out that Josh had 
seen me. Mama waited until the boys 
were in bed, then said to me, “Josh Sum- 
mers tells me he saw you in town today, 
Lorry.” 

“He did?” 

“Yes, he said you were sitting in some 
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employment agency.” 

“Oh, yes,” I said innocently. “I 
thought I'd try to get a part-time job.” 

“You had a job,” Mama reminded me. 
] said nothing, and she went on. “Why 
don’t you like Josh Summers?” [| still 
said nothing. “He'll make a good father.” 

“My father’s dead,” I said sullenly. 
“Josh Summers may be your husband— 
that’s your business—but he’ll never be 
my father!” 

“Lorry!” 

I turned and started out the door. My 
mother called after me, “You come back 
here, young lady!” 

My answer was to slam the door. 
Later, when I calmed down, I was scared. 
It was the first time I’d ever treated my 
mother like that. One thing Mama al- 
ways insisted on was obedience, and big 
as I was I knew she’d whale me good for 
sassing her. I considered myself grown, 
but Mama always said that as long as 
she was feeding and clothing me, I’d 
mind her. So I decided to stay out for a 
while and go back home after Mama had 
gone to bed. 

It was only about 9:30 so I walked 
down to the drug store that was a meet- 
ing place for the kids I knew. No one 
was around when I got there, so I bought 
myself a pack of cigarettes and sat down 
at the soda fountain to wait for some- 
one to show up, I didn’t care who. Sue 
Ellen came in with a friend of hers. “Hi, 
Lorry,” she said. “What’cha doing?” 

“Nothing,” I answered, blowing a 
mouthful of smoke in her face. 

“Ooo, girl!” she gasped. “Your 
mother’ll tear you apart if she saw you 
smoking.” 

“She won’t find out unless some tattle- 
tale runs off at the mouth to her,” I said, 
acting unconcerned. 

“Who you calling names?” Sue Ellen 
demanded. 

“Aw, get lost!” I said. “You and 
snoopy friend, too.” 

The two girls sniffed and stuck their 
noses in the air and marched out. | 
couldn’t have cared less. I didn’t even 
care if Mama found out about my smok- 
ing. I didn’t know just how yet, but I 
had a feeling that I was going to shake 
the dust of that small town from my feet. 

That’s what I said to Jay-boy, when 
he came into the store a few minutes 
later. 

“I think about the same thing, every 
now and then,” Jay-boy told me. “Espe- 
cially when my old man drags off his belt 


and starts raising hell.” 

“Good. Let’s leave together,” I sug- 
gested. 

He stared at me. “You really mean 
it?” 

“Every blessed word! Listen—” I 
stopped and looked around. A few other 
kids had come in, so I said to him, “Let’s 
go where we can talk.” 

Jay-boy grinned. “Some place?” 

“Yes,” I said, then catching the look 
in his eye, I added, “but not for what’s 
on your mind. This is business. Come 


” 


on. 


E LEFT the store and headed for 

Josh Summers’ place. I knew about 
a loose board in the shed in back and | 
often slipped inside when I wanted to be 
alone to sneak a smoke or just sit and 
daydream. Once I had taken Jay-boy 
there with me, but we didn’t do more 
than kiss and smooch a little. 

But tonight, that was the furthest thing 
from my mind. If I could get Jay-boy to 
run away with me, I'd feel a lot easier 
about it. We sneaked around the side of 
Josh’s store and found the loose board. 
Jay-boy struck a match and lit the kero- 
sene lamp hanging on a post. 

“Turn it down low,” I told him. “We 
don’t want anybody snooping around.” 

“Sure don’t!” he grinned, flopping 
down on a bag of flour. “I like it the 
way it is—cosy and private!” 

The shed was behind Josh Summers’ 
store and he kept things in it until he was 
ready to put them up on his shelves. 
There were sacks of sugar and flour and 
cartons of canned goods stacked all 


around. In one corner was a metal 
drum of kerosene that Josh sold for oil 
lamps and heaters. 

It wasn’t a romantic place, but like 
Jay-boy said, it was private and a cozy 
place to sit and pretend. Only now, it 
wasn’t make-believe any longer. It was 
for real. Somehow, I had to talk Jay-boy 
into running away with me. 

I pulled out my cigarettes and lighted 
up. “So we’ve been thinking about the 
same thing,” I began. 

He patted the spot next to him and 
beckoned to me. “You know what /’m 
thinking,” he grinned. 

“Yeah, and I’m not for it! I’m leaving 
town and all I want to know is if you’re 
coming with me.” 

He shrugged. “Who knows? I might 
—if you weren’t so doggone stand-offish 
all the time.” 

“You really mean you might come 
with me?” I went over and sat next to 
him. 

“How about a little kiss. Then we'll 
talk.” 

I thought it over a moment, then 
turned my lips to his. I wasn’t in love 
with Jay-boy or anything like that. He 
was just a boy I’d known practically all 
my life. The kiss didn’t mean anything 
to me. But it sure upset Jay-boy. His 
moist lips pressed hard against my mouth 
and he held me as if we were in a wres- 
tling match. 

Finally, I struggled free. “Well, how 
about it?” I asked, smoothing down my 
sweater. 

He lay back on the flour sack. “I ain’t 
made up my (Continued on Page 56) 
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It’s actually easy to save—when you buy 
Series E Savings Bonds through the Payroll 
Savings Plan. Once you’ve signed up at your 
pay office, your saving is done for you. The 
Bonds you receive pay good interest—31,4% 
a year, compounded half-yearly when held to 
maturity. And the longer you hold them, the 
better your return. Even after maturity, they 
go on earning 10 years more. So hold on to 
your Bonds! Join Payroll Savings today— 
of buy Bonds where you bank. 


DIAGNOSIS: 
knife wound in 
the heart 





Unoer tHe blazing blue sledge hammer of 
a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
operating room shimmered like an oven, 
reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 

Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
operation, fantastic. 

Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
Daniel Hale Williams. 

Abandoned as a child, Williams, a Negro, 
had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
America’s first interracial hospital, 
Provident. And here he had just performed 
the first of the pioneering operations that 
would mark him as one of our country’s 
great surgeons. 

Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
was blessed with an abundance of the same 
urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
strengthens Americans today. 

And it is these strong, unified Americans 
who are our country’s real wealth—the real 
backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
world’s finest, safest investments. 

For your own security—and for America’s 
—why not invest in Savings Bonds regu- 


larly? And hold on to them! 


Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
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N DUNN, N. C., Henry Barnes, 52, was sentenced to six months on a road gang 

on charges of child abandonment and non-support, despite his argument that 
the children were not his offspring because their feet were not shaped like his. 

* * * * 

In Motley, Va., farmer Johnny Parker solved the problem of shipping his cattle 

to market by stuffing them, one at a time, into the back seat of his two-door coupe. 
- te * * 

In Star, N. C., a chicken crossed the road, causing: 1) motorist James Mabe to 
slam on his brakes to avoid hitting it; 2) Rev. James R. Ricks to swerve his car to 
avoid hitting Mabe; 3) driver Marvin Seagroves to clip Reverend Ricks with his 
truck; 4) Reverend Ricks to smack into Mabe; 5) Mabe to squash the chicken. 
Total cost of one chicken crossing one road: $10,000. 

“ ad * * * 

In Fayetteville, N. C., Willie R. Woodruff, 19, and Harold S. Reid, 16, went on 
abanditry spree, robbed two cab drivers and a service station before police nabbed 
them and learned that their only weapon was a cap pistol. 

a * * * 

In Chicago, after being told that he would soon have a new brother or sister, 
five-year-old Roland Stewart Jr. warned: “You’d better hold up on that baby, Mama, 
I just might want a dog instead.” 

* oa an * 

In Birmingham, Ala., 58-year-old Jim Thornton was sentenced to four years in 
Kilby Prison for shoplifting, but got his time reduced to two years when the judge 
tasted his cinnamon buns and pies, decided Thornton should stay on at the county 
jail as cook. 

* * * * 

In Kansas City, Kans., 25-year-old Ervin Subletle walked into the side of a car 
driven by newspaper editor Lucille Bluford, suffered minor injuries, was later fined 
$5 for careless walking. 

* oo * 

In Detroit, 33-year-old shoplifter Fred Nance was arrested for stealing three pairs 
of women’s hose when he returned to the store to exchange them for a larger size. 

In Chicago, Hector Pierre, 27, broke up a card game by pulling out a “special 
police” badge and a pistol, declaring the three players under arrest, and announcing 


he would confiscate the money. Moments later, he learned he had made a serious | 


mistake. The trio were real policemen. 
* * * ~ 

In Los Angeles, Mrs. Rosetta L. Randall, 20, was granted a divorce from her 
husband, Donald, 31, after she explained he caused her to suffer a nervous break- 
down because: “As soon as we were married he told me that if I did everything he 
said, things would be all right—and he put me on a point system. When I did any- 
thing right he’d give me points and when I did anything wrong he would take points 
away. I never knew the results. I had so many points taken away I guess I didn’t 
have much of a score.” 
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WOMAN 
oe WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’ S Invention Gives New Help 


Any now gets her own 8 jal da i 
be most Tikely to = with 8 


become Doctor’s 
invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ‘ADVIS. 
A-GUIDE (which Is a purse-size automatic i —_e oie 
8) al fe fertile d i of 


tertite. wane 8 

to be Most important—these 

yours are the only days when you will — « and ta 
ceive a child. And you 


get these fertile daysof 

easily and simply when vou use AD 1S-A-GUIDE. 8 Beatof a 
—Doectors a rch approved a 

ADVIS-A-GUIDE ie. ated. have tldone their 

ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 

very happy time. It can do as much for you 

it with 200% back guar Just send me your 

name and ress with 25¢ in coins or stamps. When postman 

pee your ADVIS- — Cube. sent you sin a plain package 

co wie simple instructions— md 


100% money-back 
tee: Use a KDV S- -< Guibe for 10 days. If youare net 
completely satistied—if you are not delighted with the RS 
helps you in your age tions — return it to me 
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Mrs. J. L. Frederi 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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Look at Your Hair... Everybody Else Does! 





DULL or FADED 


HAIR 


DYED 
FOREVER! 
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ba ed —— famous LADY a ene 


hair growing o needs 

p=. B ag UP at  cotlp line. Don't let a. or 

~~ hold you back in work, or so- 

c . h~ a AN, man or woman may look 

years more attractive with 
proven ‘rg! Seanee Hair Coloring. 


OVER 7,000,000 PACKAGES USED! 





TW ies sen 
$1.00 plus 10c tax (or C.O.D. for total of 
Lenox FER 


Latly Lennox CE 


LADY LENNOX CO., Dept.CT 

Box 2027, Memphis, Tenn. 
Rush me a DOUBLE BOTTLE Treatment 
of famous Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
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Address. 

City. State. 

Shade Desired 
1 enclose 1.10 Send C.O.D. for 
Send postpaid total of 1.55 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 

looking for something that would 

glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 

appearance, RAVEEN may be the 

answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 

to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 


Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


iene | 


' RAVEEN Dept. 1-4 
Money back quarantee Bl 12205. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Il. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- §3| risk offer. 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- A) [1 enclose $1.20 (C0 Send C.0.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full j 
purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. 





Name. 
Address 
City State. 
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LENTEN DISHES 





MAGAZINE 
Freda DeKaughi 
Home Service Director 


( NCE MORE the Lenten season is here and the 

~ problem of planning appetizing meatless meals 
must be faced again. Fortunately, a wide variety of 
seafoods is made available at this time, temptingly 
displayed at meat counters to attract the attention 
of homemakers. New and unusual recipes come 
into play, many with interesting histories as family 
heirlooms that have been handed down from gen- 
eration to generation. After the days of fasting 
comes the fun of dyeing eggs, and the hunt for 
goodies left by the Easter bunny. See our Home 
Service section for new menu ideas. 
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UNUSUAL 
LENTEN 
DISHES 


HEN THE LENTEN days roll 
around, the problem of meal plan- 
g becomes an important issue. The 
lon’t like fish” statement is most un- 
come to mothers who are faced with 
problem of serving approximately 
meatless meals. 
But family menus can be made espe- 
y appetizing if different kinds of fish 
| shell fish are used, new recipes tried, 
the way in which the dishes are 
ed is varied. Any number of unusual 
can be concocted from the wide 
ection of fish products available. 
early 200 varieties of fish are sold 
he United States. This is in addition 
he 40 varieties of shell fish available 
ood markets. Although the flavor, 
ure and appearance of fish may vary, 
fundamental rules for cooking it are 
and easy to follow. 
Avoid over-cooking. Fish is not 
igh and does not require long, slow 
king to tenderize. Fish is cooked 
1 it flakes easily when tested with 
rk. 
Know whether fish is fat or lean. 
th fat and lean fish can be cooked by 
of the basic methods, but lean fish 
tires more added fat during the cook- 
to keep it moist and flavorful. 
Handle fish as little as possible dur- 
ind after cooking. Fish flesh is ten- 
and delicate and turning many times 
e serving tends to harm the appear- 
of the final product. 
ways use attractive garnishes for ap- 


te appeal. 







































Gold Coast Oysters 


Melt %4 cup butter in saucepan; 
stir in 3 tbsp. flour, Y tsp. salt, 
1 tsp. dry mustard and % tsp. 
cayenne. Add 11 cup milk and 
cook on low heat, stirring con- 
stantly until thick. Remove from 
heat; add 1% tsp. grated onion, 2 
tbsp. fresh lemon juice and 2 tsp. 
Worcestershire sauce. Fold in 11 
cups oysters (or other seafood). 
Pour mixture into individual cas- 
seroles, top with buttered bread 
sticks. Bake at 350°F. for 15 min- 
utes. Serve with lemon wedges. 


Rock Lobster Chow Mein 


Heat 14 cup oil in skillet. Add 4 cup minced celery leaves and 4% cup minced onions 
and cook until yellow. Drain water from 1 No. 2 can of bean sprouts and | 3-ounce cam 
of sliced mushrooms. Add drained liquid, 1 cup water and 1 cup minced celery to skillet 
mixture. Cover and simmer 15 minutes. Mix 1% cup flour to a smooth paste with remau 
ing \% cup water and stir into hot mixture. Add 2 tsp. sugar, 1% tsp. salt, and | to 3 
tbsp. soy sauce to taste. Add 2 cups sliced, cooked, (or 2 cans drained) South African 
rock lobster tails. Cover and simmer over low heat about 5 minutes until thoroughly 


heated. Arrange one can of Chinese noodles and 2 hard-cooked, sliced eggs around chow 


mein and serve immediately. Makes 6 servings. 


















Golden Fishstick Kabobs 


Preheat broiler unit. Cut 1 8-oz. frozen 
| package golden fried fishsticks into 3rds. 
"Alternate fishstick cubes with 1 can pine- 
apple chunks, drained, and 1 can white 
onions on metal skewers. Brush thoroughly 
| with melted butter. Place kabobs on shal- 
low pan. Broil 4 minutes on each side or 
until cubes are golden brown. Serve with 
a rich tomato sauce, if desired. 





Brazil Nut Fish Fillet Rolls 


nions Melt %& cup butter; add 2 tbsp. chopped 
2 can onion and cook until tender. Add 24% cups 
killet | bread crumbs, Y_ cup chopped Brazil nuts, 
nain- ¥, cup diced celery, 2 tbsp. chopped pars- 
to 3 ley, 1 tsp. salt and Yq tsp. pepper. Cook 
rican about 5 minutes. Add 3 tbsp. water. Spread 
ighly stuffing over 6 fish fillets and tie securely 
chow | with string. Place in shallow pan and bake 
in 350° oven 30 minutes. 





Tuna and Apple Croquettes 


Melt 44 cup butter; blend in %4 cup flour and Y% tsp. salt. Add 1 cup milk and cook 
until thick. Add 1 7-0z. can of tuna, flaked, 14 cups canned apples, diced, 44 cup minced 
parsley and 1 tbsp. lemon juice. Chill. Form into cone shapes. Beat 2 eggs; add 2 tbsp. 
water. Roll croquettes in bread crumbs, dip in egg mixture and roll in crumbs again. 

































Fry 5 minutes. 





rHE NEXT MEDICAL MILESTONE...CONQUEST OF CANCER? 





& 
os 





GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 


In a few short years we’ve seen the discovery of 
(0 Please send me free information about 








antibiotics, new wonder drugs for tuberculosis, a vaccine coll 
for polio. We will see the conquest of cancer, too, C) Enclosed is my contribution of $____ to 
. ; . the Cancer Crusade. 
if people want it badly enough. Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to fill requests for research aia 
funds totalling almost $3,000,000. The reason—not ADDRESS 
enough money. Did you give all you could? crry___ ZONE__ STATE___ 


Will you give all you can? MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 




















(;7* AND YOUNG ALIKE seem to get the spirit of the Easter Bunny when the 

special day rolls around, whether it’s an Easter egg hunt for the children or 
entertaining at home with a brunch after church. 

Dyeing eggs is an age-old tradition, and if mothers would have a bit more pa- 


tience and plan teen-age parties, it would help keep the kids off the street and be 


all sorts of things. 


and all sorts of baskets, bunnies, eggs and other 


a lot of fun as well. Make the efforts worth while 
T with a treat or prize. Let them make eggs that re- 
semble people they know and hand-paint and create 

O U R Today’s dyes and pure food colorings are harm- - 
E A less and the kids can’t help but have a lot of fun. 
Candy eggs, too, can be made with little or no effort 


things can be made with breakfast cereals. To show 


you how versatile you can be with the Easter theme, 


TAN’s key page for this month’s Home Service Section is made from Easter eggs 
and we will be glad to send directions. After the kids make the baskets and center- 
pieces, plan a brunch menu with all sorts of goodies, such as fresh fruit cup, scram- 


bled eggs and kernel corn, ham and pineapple saute, hot honey-butter biscuits or 
hot cross buns, coffee, or cocoa. Shown on these pages are a few ideas that can be 
fun to make with the kids or for yourself. 





The Easter Bunny Baskets are made from bite-sized wheat or rice chex. 
They are easy to make and may be filled with candy eggs, jelly beans, or 
homemade eggs or even fudge. Baskets can be used as party favors. 





For a real taste treat, “Baby Chick” sandwiches are made of chicken, 
olives, celery and pimento. They are cut with a chicken cutter and dec- 
orated with mayonnaise. Write to TAN for complete sandwich recipes. 






A clever centerpiece is made with egg 
tricks, candles and bits of cardboard. The 
finished job looks actually professional. 


a : ee 4 “ae * 





A gay basket with cereal eggs which have 
been moulded with a syrup and taste like 
popcorn. Bunnies are made of cereal. 
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NEW IDEAS FOR YOUR 
SPRING WARDROBE 


\KE INVENTORY of your spring bloused top is an important fashion lowed closely by vivid impact of real, 
lothes, then pull out the sewing ma- change, for it is a modification of the live color. Fashion conscious femmes 
1e and start making a smart outfit to _ startling chemise that has swept the coun- __ will lift skirts one inch higher this spring 
in the Easter parade. Choose from try. It’s easier to accept too, and will do to keep in step with shorter hemlines. 
y suits, striking ensembles, or the wonders towards hiding extra inches ll outfits shown are made from Ad- 
blouson or chemise look. The around the waist. Coordination is fol- vance Patterns, order blank on Page 5]. 





The coat with a dress to match its lining is a wise investment and a smart fashion trick. The en- 
semble is important in every wardrobe, and accessories are closely related to the costume. Coat 
pattern No. 8590; sizes 10-18; 75¢. Dress pattern No. 8422; sizes 10-18; 75¢. 





mes 
ring 
nes, 


Ad- 








This year’s version of the shirtwaist dress 
has bloused top and roll-down sleeves. Pat- 
tern No. 8578; sizes 12-20; 50¢. 








Highly fashionable low-waisted overblouse 
dress buttons down front and tops slim 
skirt. Pattern No. 8560; sizes 10-18; 75¢. 





Coordinated three-piece ensemble has the 
new unfitted look with drawstring blouse. 
Pattern No. 8589; sizes 12-20; 606. 











GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 


Wm. J. Brandt's 
LIQUID 


HAIR COLORER 
WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. | 
ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will suspect your 
hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots—just a uniform | 
color, if properly applied. | 
IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! ft stays on several months. Shampocing, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving, 
curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no matter how stubborn 
or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All cclers stay put. 

WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. Ycu can put it on just where needed. Can be used over 
other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to advantage 
DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. Full directions in each box in English 
and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, Light 
Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (in ordering, please state cclor desired.) Price per box $3 cash with 
order or $3.45 COD [including Federai Tax}. Order thru your Dept. Store, Druggist cr direct from 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-4 | ==" 
112 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


ly Satisfied. 
Cut this ad ovt now and save for future reference. 


| STOP} CREEPING WAISTLINE / 
Slice 3 inches from your waist! 
with i MIRACULOUS FRENCH FIGURINE 


This NEW, s'lenderful sensation is a must if you yearn for a size\’ 

smaller dress and a Hollywood model's figure! 

BEAUTY BAND No tricks—no ugly, bulky fold-overs. The “control” secret is Fred- 

NIPS 3” erick’s exclusively feminine design in gorgeous acetate satin lastex 
8 . — buiges and rolls. Feather-light boning plus magic 





































EASY FRONT 












lidde eauty band trims unwanted inches, and gives you a ‘‘wedding 
ring” waist that’s the merest hand-span! 


It’s the ultimate in feminine allure-lovely to look at, delightful to 
wear! It's the last word in waist-watchers that will turn envious 
. on YOU! Black or White. Sizes 24” to 32” waist. Only $6.50 © 


ept. 4 
1430 N. Cahuenga 
qQuant.___. #78 @ $680 Name 














Hollywood 28, Calif. 





> Iwaist Size___ Color 














‘yee sibs Address 
F : my, (] | enclose payment Z 
© 1958 : 40 Send C.0.D. city ________Zone __ State __ 
Rush your order today! You owe it eT ($1 deposit on each item) EVERY PENNY BACK IF NOT DFLICHTED 


MAKE MONEY in Your Spare Time) 


Sy Naauiesir< Mail Coupon Now for FREE TRIAL Samples 
iloucieaittiacsiy@ and My Sensational Profit-Making Plans — 


Here’s my amazing offer: Just mail coupon below and I’ll 
send you for FREE TRIAL an assortment of full-size | 
oe ge of famous Blair Home Products. Introduce to | 























, neighbors — show them sensational bargains in | 
Cosmetics, Flavorings, Foods, things every home needs 
T R j A L t and buys every day — 200 in all. Put in spare time or full | 
& time. You don’t need experience, and I give you credit. | 
— Mail coupon! = 
: Ba, }s BLAIR. . 14BE 
(eee SEND NO I BLAIR, spt ! 
lease rush full-size products for FREE 
MONEY | feist Money eMating Plana 
Not a penny needed 
now to start. Full- H 
Size products plus Name 4 } 
money-making | 
lan rushed to you | } 
or FREE TRIAL. Address i 
Act now. 
Dept. 4BE city State... ! 











Lynchburg, Virginia 





Can Children 
Get V.D.? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


AS I WAS completing a routine ex. 
amination of a female infant a few 
weeks ago, I noticed that her mother 
seemed to want to say something to me. 
and yet could not quite bring herself to 
say whatever it was. Her baby was in 
fine condition and I quickly told her so, 

After some hesitation she blurted out: 
“Doctor, can a little baby like Charla 
have a venereal disease?” 

My first impulse was to laugh and 
brush her question aside, but second 
thought I realized that many young 
mothers might have the same question. 
She certainly deserved a straight-for- 
ward answer. “Yes, little babies can 
have venereal diseases. Fortunately it is 
not often that the pediatrician today is 
faced with this problem. Through the 
thoroughness of modern pre-natal clinics 
and the examinations which most states 
require of pregnant women the incidence 
of congenital syphilis, that goes back to 
birth or before, has greatly decreased. 
Acquired syphilis is extremely rare in 
children. 

“However, gonorrhea may be trans- 
mitted to young children, especially girls, 
if an adult caring for them has the dis- 
ease in an active form. Is there some 
reason why you feel concern?” I asked. 

“About two weeks ago,” she replied, 
“Charla seemed to have a little dis- 
charge but it was very slight and went 
away. I try to keep her bathed and 
clean, but I had neglected to change her 
diaper when I should have, and I thought 
it might have been from that. My hus- 
band said that any discharge from a 
baby was possibly a venereal infection.” 

I had examined Charla thoroughly, 
and | was sure that she had no indication 
of any venereal infection. I assured her 
mother that a vaginal discharge in a lit 
tle girl could follow an acute infection 
or be due to uncleanliness. 

I told her that she was wise to ask, 
because the belief that venereal infec- 
tions are contracted only through sexual 
intercourse is a fallacy. 

V.D. should be considered as any other 
disease which is freely discussed and in- 
telligently combatted 
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TALK 


By Jane Walters 


HAT SPECIAL MEANING does 
Easter have for you? Is it a day of 
high fashion that makes you yearn to 
join the Easter parade? Does it mean 
the beginning of spring vacation, or are 
you aware of the real meaning of Easter. 
Eastertime should have a deeper, 
richer significance to teens. True, it has 
been overly commercialized like other 
holidays, and often the important issue 
is whether the Easter bunny (parents) 
will be generous or if Suzie Smith’s out- 
fit will cost more than yours. 

In their place, spring fashions are de- 
lightful, and with the influence of the 
“sack-look” a new and dramatic silhou- 
ette is introduced for the year. Modeling 
for a bevy of admirers is always excit- 
ing, and it does well to always pay at- 
tention to your clothes. But too often the 
significance of Easter is overlooked after 
the purchase of a snazzy spring outfit. 

Try for an instant to imagine your- 
selves older than you are, and in adding 
the years of forethought, include a bit of 
seriousness and a dash of sound think- 
ing. To begin with don’t limit life to the 
selfish appreciation of tangible joys such 
as rock ’n’ roll music and material pos- 
sessions. Look beyond and try to vis- 
ualize Easter as a time of hope and new 
understanding. 

If you’ve done a back-sliding job on 
your New Year’s resolutions, get a firmer 
grip on your “do’s and don’ts” and vow 
to do better. Or, if you’ve been unsually 
unfriendly to anyone, or rude to your 
parents, forgive old abuses and start 
anew. 

Be particularly 
school marms and develop a more sin- 
cere love for those around you. Don’t 
let the words Christianity and fellowship 
become too foreign. 

If I’m sounding off like a lukewarm 
faith healer hopped up with the Easter 
spirit, I apologize sincerely. But all too 
often it’s so very easy not to think about 
the days beyond tomorrow and the prom- 
ises of yesterday. 
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Ready For Any Man’s Kisses 


(Continued from Page 19) 


voice, “It had to happen. I’m not sorry it 
did. But—I’d better go now before we do 
anything we'll both regret.” 

That’s when I should have spoken up and 
told him he was right. I should have gained 
control of myself and firmly said goodbye. 

But God help me, I didn’t. I said nothing. 
I just stood there—waiting. 

Joe moved up behind me. “I should go,” 
he said in a low, tense voice. “Tell me I 
should go.” 

Slowly, I turned to face him. Our eyes 
met and an eternity passed. I tried to speak 
but my lips were suddenly dry. There was 
naked desire in Joe’s eyes and I knew that 
both of us were seeking release from all 
the pressures that had built up over the 
weeks and months. 

His arms came around me. He was hold- 
ing me close. Suddenly, he wasn’t Joe, hus- 
band of Laura who was dead, and I wasn’t 
Lena, wife of Sonny who was not dead. We 
were just a man and a woman, hungry for 
love, desperate with a terrible need. 

I forgot everything. I forgot that across 
the city Sonny lay helpless and just as lone- 
ly as I was. Joe’s lips covered mine, and I 
felt the beat of his heart against mine and 
the male strength of his embrace and I 
wanted him. God forgive me, I wanted him. 

I pressed against him, responding hun- 
grily to his kisses that grew more and more 
demanding. Whatever restraint I had was 
rapidly being swept away in a wild wave of 
mounting passion. There was no turning 


back-now. Nothing could stop it. Noth- 
me 
“Laura ... Laura!” Joe moaned. And 


something within me snapped. The blood 
drained from my cheeks and my head 
cleared as if a chill wind had suddenly 
blown across me. 

Joe wasn’t kissing me, he was kissing 
Laura. He was seeking release in passion, 
but it was Laura he wanted. 

And it was Sonny I wanted. It was his 
arms I yearned for, his lips on mine. 


(THE FIRE of passion died as quickly as 

it had flamed. I drew away from Joe 
and he let me go. Our eyes did not meet. 

“The drinks,” I said in a shaky voice. 
“I'd better make them before the ice melts.” 

“Tl take a rain check on that drink,” 
Joe said, rubbing his hand across his face. 
“There’s a couple—a nice man and wife— 
who want to buy the house. I think I'll 
give them a ring and let them come over 
and see it tonight.” 

I knew then that I’d never see Joe again. 
He would sell his house and go away for- 
ever. “Maybe that’s best,” I said. I smiled 
bravely and held out my hand. “Goodbye, 
Joe.” 


“Goodbye, Lena—and thanks for not let. 
ting me make a fool of myself.” 
“Thank you for—everything,” I said. 


AFT ER JOE LEFT, I hurriedly dressed 
and went to the hospital. 

“But visiting hours were over long ago, 
Mrs. Terrell,” the night supervisor said 
sternly. 

“Please, nurse, I must see my husband,” 
I pleaded. 

“But you were just here this afternoon,” 
she said. 

I fought to keep back the tears. “Please! 
I’ve got to speak to him.” 

She stared at me, then sat down at her 
desk. “Be very quiet about it,” she said. 
“Don’t disturb the other patients.” 

“Oh, I won’t!” 

I hurried to Sonny’s room. In the faint 
glow of the night light I could see his sweet 
face on the pillow. Silently, I pulled up a 
chair and sat there gazing adoringly at him. 
I don’t know how long it was before he 
stirred and opened his eyes, almost as if he 
felt my presence. A slow smile creased his 
face. “Lena—I was just dreaming about 
you,” he said softly. 

Tears welled up in my eyes at the mem- 
ory of my moment of unfaithfulness. And 
I knew that I had to tell him about it. 
““Sonny—I have something to tell you,” | 
faltered. “It’s about—” 

He reached out and took my hand. “I 
don’t want to talk. Just look at you.” 

“But you don’t understand,” I said des- 
perately. 

“T think I do understand,” he said gent- 
ly. “Can’t you see, darling, that whatever 
has happened doesn’t matter. You’re here. 
That’s all that counts.” 

His hand tightened on mine and he 
closed his eyes, a faint, contented smile on 
his lips. I sat back, relieved as if a heavy 
weight had been lifted from my heart. 

And I knew then that no matter how long 
it was, I would wait for Sonny. My love 
for him had been tested to the breaking 
point and I would never again falter. The 
purely physical desires were firmly under 
control. They would be awakened only by 
my husband. 

I would never again be alone in my lone 
liness, for Sonny was sharing it with me. 
I realized that our separation was just as 
hard on him as it was on me. Together we 
would wait until the happy day when we 
would forget the empty, sorrow filled past 
and look towards the future—in each 
other’s arms. 

Until then, no other man’s kisses, no mat- 
ter how tempting, could satisfy me. I could 
not be content with the substitute when 
real love was waiting. THE END 
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“Well, I could do without this circus,” I 
sid glumly. “And maybe I should have 
done without the whole business.” 

Russell raised his eyebrows quizzically, 
but said nothing. He reached into his 
gocket and pulled out a silver flask. Then 
he doctored the weak punch in my glass. 
\fter a couple of gulps I felt a little better. 

“Okay, pal, let’s have it.” Russell said. 
“You're jumpier than a cat on a hot tin 
roof. What’s wrong?” 

shrugged. “I don’t know.” 

“Come on. You can tell the best 
everything.” 

“It’s just that—well. I'm scared, damn 
it!” I blurted out. 

He started to laugh. then seeing I was 
serious, he gave a low whistle. “Say, I be- 
lieve you're on the level! Ted Mills. the 
old lady killer, has got cold feet.” 

I scowled at him. “Don’t kid about it. 

This is serious.” 
Russell reinforced my drink again. 
“Come over here and tell me about it,” he 
said, going to the stairway and sitting on 
the bottom step. 

“What’s there to tell?” I asked. “The 
more I think about being alone with Dru- 
cilla, the more jittery I get.” 

Russell stared at me. “But 
smooth operator like you—’ 

“Hah!” I snorted. 

“No jive.” He laughed. “Remember the 
time we took those two chicks away from 
their boy friends at the Christmas dance? 
And the time you and the wife of that—” 

“Cut it!” I snapped. “That was differ- 
ent.” 

“Look, a dame’s a dame.” 

“Drucilla is no dame! Can’t you under- 
stand that all the playing around I did be- 
fore I met Drucilla is over and done. Those 
women were just—well. Drucilla is differ- 
ent.” 

Russell scratched his head. “She looks 
like any other woman to me—two legs. two 
ams and a—” 

“She’s different, that’s all!” I held out 
ny empty glass for him to refill. 

“Chum, you need more than this for what 
iils you,” he said, shaking his head. 

Iknew I was in a bad way, but the drink 
nade me feel better. We went back to join 
the others. At the doorway I stood for a 
moment gazing adoringly at my bride. In 
white satin and lace she looked like an 
angel. And my throat tightened at the 
realization of how pure and sweet she was. 
Yes, I was the luckiest man in the world— 
‘specially after all my wild running 
‘round . , , 

It wasn’t that I was exceptionally good 
woking or anything like that. But all my 
life 'd found it easy to impress women. 
Mt first it was fun watching women trying 


man 


why? A 


Russell said. 





Only Half A Man 


(Continued from Page 26) 


to outdo each other to attract my attention 
and I gave them all a play without becom. | 
ing seriously involved. “Find ’em, fool ’em, | 
and forget “em,” was my motto. 

Then I met Drucilla, a girl I didn’t want | 
to fool and one I couldn’t forget. 
Just then Drucilla turned away from = 





group that surrounded her and saw me 
standing in the doorway. She made a little | 
face at me and then came over and said, | 
*“Where’ve you been. darling? I was afraid 
you'd deserted me already.” 

“Don’t scold. I just took a back seat for | 
a while. After all, you’re the main attrac- | 
tion here,” I said. smiling down at her. 

She took me by the arm. “We’re the | 
main attraction.” she said. “and we're go- 
ing to take our final bows and get out of | 
here as fast as we can.” 

“No, wait,” I said in sudden panic. “We 
—well, we just can’t walk out on every- | 
body like that.” 

Drucilla stared at me. puzzled. “Why, | 
Ted! You act as if you don’t want to be 
alone with me.” 

“Oh, but I do!” I insisted. 

“That’s more like it. Now let’s make a 
graceful exit and—” 

Just then Drucilla’s parents up. 
Her mother said, “There’s an old friend of 


came 


the family I want you to say hello to, honey. | 


She knew you when you were a little girl.” 

Thankful for the interruption. I grabbed 
Mr. Edwards’ arm. “Come on, pop-in-law. 
there’s some champagne we have to keep 
from going to waste!” I said. 


But I couldn’t stall forever, and finally it | 
was time for Drucilla and me to leave on | 


our honeymoon. All the guests crowded | 


around to wish us good luck and then es- | 


corted us to my car. I tossed the car keys 
to Russell. 


around you, sweet.” I said in answer to the 


“T can’t drive with my arms 


question in Drucilla’s eyes. 

She smiled. “Well. I guess I can wait a 
few more minutes to be alone with my hus- 
band.” 

It was crazy. I told myself. but I was try- 
ing to figure a way not to be alone—not 
just yet. 

As Russell drove off. about half a dozen | 
other cars fell in behind us and we sped 
through the streets with horns blaring and 
tires screeching. Finally, we gave the others 
the slip and a short time later pulled up in 
front of the building where Drucilla and I | 
had found a nice little apartment. 

“Well, kids, here we are,” Russell said. 
“T’'ll see you after the honeymoon.” 

I pulled open the front door of the car. | 
“You've got to help me out of this monkey | 
suit, man,” I said. It sounded such a lame | 

| 


excuse that I added, “Anyway, you can | 
have one last drink with me.” 
He looked at me quizzically, but said 
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nothing. I pretended not to notice the an- 
noyance in Drucilla’s voice when she said, 
“T hope you won’t need help carrying me 
through the door, Teddy darling.” 

| swept her up in my arms and practical- 
ly ran up the stairs with her, then carried 
her inside the apartment as Russell held 
open the door. 

“That’s more like it,” Drucilla smiled, 


laying her cheek against mine. Her fingers 
squeezed the muscle of my arm. “Ohhh, 
you’re so strong!” she whispered. “You 


fix Russell a quick drink while I change, 
darling.” 
After she went into the bedroom. Russell 
iid, “Look, old buddy, I feel like a dope. 
The best man is supposed to quit the scene 
hen the honeymoon begins.” 
[ poured him a drink and took a stiff one 
yse if 
‘Better go easy on this joy juice, Ted,” 
“Tt would be a heck of a thing to 
and pass out on your wedding 


he said. 
get tight 
night.” 

Pll be okay.” I told him, feeling the 
glow of confidence the liquor gave me. “All 
that stuff I told you about being scared of 
Drucilla—forget it, will you?” 

Throw it out of your mind, Ted. All 
bridegrooms are nervous. but they get over 


“Sure. What's there to be afraid of?” I 
poured myself another drink and walked 
p and down as I talked. “Maybe I’m not 
good enough for Drucilla, but I don’t think 
man would be. She’s so—so wonder- 
so lovely and so sweet. You know?” 
‘Sure, pal, I know,” Russell said. I think 
he was feeling the drinks as much as I was. 
\ll grooms are nervous and all brides are 
utiful.” 
“Not as beautiful as my bride.” I de- 
lared 
Right!” He gave me a knowing wink. 
[ think [ll cut out now so you and your 
beautiful bride can have some privacy.” 
“Wait! Er—have another drink before 
i go. At least stay until Drucilla comes 
out,” I pleaded. 
He stared at me for a moment, then said, 
You’d better get out of those formal duds. 
Your suitcase is in the bathroom. Come on, 
rll help you change into something more 


omfortable.” 

“Don’t forget the drinks,” I said, heading 
1 little unsteadily for the bathroom. 

[ felt a little foolish in the new pajamas 
ind robe Russell handed me but he assured 
me I looked great. “In fact, that’s what 
everybody said at the wedding,” he told me. 

You and Drucilla make a perfect couple.” 

[ stared at myself in the mirror, then ran 
1 hand over my face. “Perfect couple? I 
hope so,” I muttered. “God, I hope so!” 

Russell took the drink from my hand and 

went back into the living room. We 
could hear Drucilla stirring behind the bed- 
room door and I wondered what I should 
ay and do when she came out. Russell 
stood up to go. “I won’t be here to see it, 
man, but I’m sure you know what to do.” 
52 
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He smiled and again gave me that knowing 
wink. “Don’t forget, I've seen you in ac- 
tion, lover boy!” 

“That was different,” I said, suddenly 
tensed up again. “I couldn’t—not with Dru- 
cilla. I mean—” 

He stared me straight in the eyes. “What 
do you mean? You’re married to her, 
aren’t you? And Drucilla’s a normal, 
healthy woman. Haven’t you seen that look 
in her eye? She wants you to make love 
to her.” 


Tv WAS THEN I realized that I couldn’t 
explain to Russell, even though he was 
my closest friend. We'd been pals for 
years, yet I knew he would never under- 
stand the crazy mixed-up ideas that raced 
through my mind at that moment. 

The truth was, I literally adored Dru- 
cilla. And loving her as I did, I didn’t think 
of her the same way I did the other women 
I’'d known. I’d met them, loved them, then 
walked out of their lives without a back- 
ward glance. Drucilla was like a goddess, 
pure and untouchable high on a pedestal 
where the sordid aspects of life could not 
touch her. 

I was holding onto Russell’s arm with a 
kind of desperateness when the bedroom 
door slowly opened. His eyes flew open 
wide and he turned and practically ran out 
of the apartment. I looked up. There in 
the doorway stood Drucilla and my heart 
leaped into my throat at the sight of her. 

She wore a filmy white negligee that 
seemed to envelope her in a mist. The light 
behind her flooded through the thin mate- 
rial, outlining the voluptuous curves of her 
smooth brown figure. But it was her face 
that gave me the greatest shock. Always 
beautiful, it fairly glowed now with a beau- 
ty that made my pulse beat faster. Her 
dark eyes shone with an eagerness that was 
emphasized by her inviting lips. moist and 
breathlessly parted. 

I hurried to her and swept her into my 
arms, all my fears forgotten. Then her lips 
were on mine. But her kiss was not sweet 
and tender as they had been all the time 
we had been engaged. Now it was hard 
and demanding and it stirred memories of 
other women I’d held and made love to. 

Something inside me withdrew. My wife 
was not like that. Physical desire drained 
out of me as though I were afraid of con- 
taminating Drucilla. She looked at me 
strangely. “Is something wrong, darling?” 

I managed a smile. “No, of course not.” 

She led me to a chair and settled herself 
in my lap. “I thought Russell would never 
leave,” she laughed. “I could hardly wait 
to be alone with you.” When I said nothing, 
she added with a pout, “I suppose you 
think that makes me a regular hussy.” 

“Oh, no!” I hastened to assure her. 
“You’re not. You could never be.” 

She grinned mischievously. “Want to 
knew a secret? Well, I am. That’s the way 
you affected me, darling. Whenever I’m 


with you I want to do all sorts of shame. 
less things. I want to—” 

She bent her head and kissed me and 
again a wave of passion welled up within 
me. And again it was drowned in the 
shame that desire awakened. 

I know it sounds strange coming from 
man—especially one who’s been around 
like I have—but my wedding night was q 
failure. As Drucilla kissed and caressed 
me as she sat in my lap, then led me eager. 
ly into the bedroom, it seemed I was being 
torn in two. One part of me, the physical 
part, fairly ached to pour out all my love, 
while the other part. the spiritual part, kepi 
reminding me that I mustn’t tarnish the 
purity of my ideal. 

I don’t remember much of that miserable 
night. I made several attempts to respond 
to the passion that transformed the usually 
cool and poised Drucilla into a hot-fleshed 
hoyden trembling in my arms. Then, the 
effect of all the drinks and the conflict 
within came down on me all at once and | 
passed out. 


REMEMBER the dismay that gripped 

me when I struggled awake the next 
morning. I was alone in bed and the 
aroma of coffee and toast told me that 
Drucilla was out in the kitchen. I dressed 
and got set to meet the scorn and contempt 
I deserved. 

But my wife greeted me with a smile and 
a kiss. “I was beginning to think I was 
married to a corpse,” she laughed. “Tell 
me, darling, do you always sleep so sound- 
ly?” 

I shook my head in embarrassment. “The 
drinks.” I said apologetically. “I guess | 
overdid it.” 

“Well. under the circumstances I guess 
it’s all right. I don’t know of a better ex- 
cuse for celebrating than a wedding.” 

I asked in astonishment, “Then you're 
not—not angry?” 

“Disappointed, but not angry.” she said. 
throwing her arms around my neck. “After 
all, we’ve got the rest of our lives to do 
what we should have done last night.” 

“Of course,” I said earnestly. “I'll make 
it up to you, baby.” 

And in the bright light of the morning 
I meant every word. The trouble was, when 
night fell and Drucilla lay in bed waiting 
for me, I felt a sudden panic that I would 
fail her again. I took a drink, then two in 
an attempt to bolster my courage. Then ] 
proceeded just as if I were a bachelor 
again, entertaining a desirable—and will- 
ing—-woman in my apartment. 

I turned the light down low and switched 
on some soft, romantic music. I mixed 4 
drink for Drucilla and as we sat sipping 
and talking in the dimness I pretended she 
was another woman—any woman except 
my wife. And even when I was making 
ardent love to her, her face was that of 
someone else. 

The love we found together that night 
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was like nothing I had ever known before. 
[never dreamed there were such depths of 
emotion hiding inside Drucilla. And as we 
floated drowsily from the heights, I knew 
for the first time what real love was. 


Bu IN THE WEEKS that followed, no 
matter how I tried we could not recap- 
ture the exquisite magic of that first time. 
Drucilla was very patient with me—at first. 
She didn’t scold or nag. In fact, she once 
asked me if I thought it was her fault. “You 
see, darling,” she said shyly, “I haven’t had 
any experience. You’re the first man—” 

It hurt me to have her blaming herself 
and I hastened to assure her that she was 
wrong. “Maybe you ought to see a doctor 
then.” she suggested. 

“No, I’ll be all right,” I said gruffly. 

Except for this one—but very important 
—part of our marriage, life was wonderful. 
Wherever we went together, people were 
positive that we were the perfect couple. 
And even the smallest things became great 
adventures and superb fun with Drucilla. 
Eventually, however, the cloud of our in- 
timate life spread over everything else. 
Drucilla grew more and more silent and it 
seemed to be an effort for her to smile. 

I grew desperate. Not only was my home 
life becoming unbearable, but my work as 
an insurance salesman was affected. When 
Ilost a sale that I had been counting on, I 
knew then I had to do something. I began 
asking some of my friends for advice. with- 
out telling them any details, of course. Joe. 
one of the fellows I worked with, nodded 
his head wisely and said. “That’s what hap- 
pens when a guy plays too hard. He’s so 
worn out that—” 

“Look, Joe.” I cut in angrily. “I’m only 
30 years old and I’m not worn out. If you 
don’t want to be serious, then forget I 
asked you.” 

“I'm sorry, old man—I mean young 
man,” Joe apologized. “I had no idea you 
were talking about yourself. Tell you what 
you do. Take a stiff shot of gin just before 
you go to bed. That'll do the trick.” 

Well, I tried that and a dozen other home 
remedies. But nothing helped. And one 
night, lying in bed with Drucilla curled up 
in a tense ball beside me. I came face to 
face with the terrifying fact—I was impo- 
tent. 

There’s nothing a man fears more, and 
as the realization spread over me, I broke 
out into a cold sweat. When I finally 
drifted off to sleep I tossed and turned fit- 
fully. When I awoke the next morning, 
Drucilla was gone. Just like that. No note, 
no explanation. Nothing. 

I was frantic. I phoned her parents’ 
house, but her mother wouldn’t let me talk 
with her. “I’m sorry, Ted,” she told me. 
I like you and I thought you were a won- 
derful husband—until Drucilla told me. 
Maybe she’ll want to talk to you later, but 
right now she’s too hurt and upset.” 

Icouldn’t get any more out of her and I 
wandered into a bar to try to think things 
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That’s where | was when Russell found 
me. “I just talked to Drucilla. What are 
ou trying to do to her, man?” he blurted 
out 
That’s a hell of a note!” I shot back. 
She won’t talk to me, but she tells you 
erything. My best friend—the best man!” 
Quit feeling sorry for yourself,” he said. 
| don’t know what you mean about ‘tell- 
ng me everything.’ All I know is that 
ve played a dirty trick on a swell kid. 
\larrying her when all the time yourre still 
n love with one of the chicks you used to 
play 
[ stared at him. “What are you talking 
iwoeut ¢ 
Drucilla called me this morning and 
told me. She said you talked in your sleep 
last night. It confirmed her suspicions that 
there was another woman.” 
But that’s crazy!” I burst out. “There’s 
one but her.” 
Russell shook his head solemnly. “That’s 
vhat I thought, too. But Drucilla also told 
that you didn’t—well, that you no longer 
ound her attractive.” 
[ buried my face in my hands. “Oh, God! 
what she means, but I swear I love 
I moaned. 
And what about Ellen?” he asked ac- 
cusingly. 
[ looked up. “Ellen? Who’s she?” 
The girl you were raving about in your 
eep last night.” 
[ don’t even know a girl named Ellen!” 
[ protested. 
Russell stared at me for a long time. 


i know 
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Then he shook his head. “Maybe you bet- 
ter see a doctor, man. You’re all messed 


” 


up! 


HE DOCTOR I went to see was very 

sympathetic. “Mr. Mills,” he said after 
examining me from head to toes, “I find 
nothing physically wrong with you.” 

“But. doctor, something is wrong. I tell 
you.” 

He nodded. “That is not to say that you 
are not suffering from impotency. But the 
source of the trouble is mental, not or- 


ganic.” 
“Can anything be done?” I asked hope- 
lessly. 


“In ninety-five per cent of such cases, the 
condition is temporary,” he told me. “Ex- 
treme fatigue, over-indulgence in drinking 
—these are causes that can be easily reme- 
died. But in your case, the cause seems to 
be deeper than that. Perhaps a_psychia- 
trist—” 

“A head-shrinker?” I exploded. “Look, 
doctor. I’m not crazy.” 

“Of course not. But—” He was thought- 
ful for a moment. “Maybe I can help you. 
I'll try. but I warn you, this is not my spe- 
cialty.” 

“T just want my wife back,” I told him. 
“Please try.” 

The doctor set up a series of appoint- 
ments. They turned out to be bull sessions, 
with me doing most of the talking. He 
would just sit and listen. now and then 
prompting me with a question or two. This 
continued for several weeks. and although 
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we seemed to be making no progress I kep, 
going back. There was nothing else fo; 
me to do. I still hadn’t seen Drucilla, by 
I was determined to win her back. 

Eventually, we got around to the syb. 
ject of the crazy dream I'd had just before 
Drucilla left me. I couldn’t remember jt 
All I knew was what Russell had told me. 

“Who is Ellen?” the doctor asked. 

“Damned if I know,” I told him. “T’y 
known a lot of girls but none named Ellen,” 

“Maybe it was a long time ago,” he sug. 
gested. “Think back. Maybe when yoy 
were a kid or in high school—college.” 

“High school? Wait a minute! Now | 
remember—there was a girl named Ellen, 
She was in my English class, I think.” 

“What about her?” 

“Well, I had a crush on her. She was 
like a doll. A beautiful brown doll.” I said. 
“But I only dated her a few times. That's 
all.” 

“Are you positive that is all?” he asked, 

“Quite sure.” 

“There must be more. Suppose you tell 
me all about her.” 

So I told him about Ellen, and as I talked 
I remembered more and more. For in- 
stance, I'd forgotten all about that date 
with Ellen. Under the doctor’s probing, it 
all came out... . 

I was crazy about Ellen. I was with her 
as much as possible at school, and at home 
I talked of no one but her. My mother was 
a little worried. “Aren’t you a little young 
to be so ‘in love’ with one girl?” Mom 
asked one day. 

I scoffed at her fears, but I was so in- 
fatuated with Ellen that I even dreamed 
about being married to her, even though 
I was only 17 at the time. One night I was 
going on a double date with my friend, Bill 
Sawyer and his girl, and Ellen. All week 
I could think of nothing else. My feeling 
for Ellen was strictly platonic and although 
Bill and all my other friends would go as 
far as a girl would let them when necking. 
it never even entered my mind to do more 
than exchange some friendly kisses with 
Ellen. 

My father, however. was a practical man 
who was determined to put me through 
school. “That’s why I think we’d better 
have a little man-to-man talk. Ted.” he 
said the night of my big date. 

“Gosh, if it’s about the ‘facts of life.’ 
Dad, I know all that.” I told him. “We 
had all that in biology class last semester.’ 

“Well, sit down. son,” he told me. “Here’s 
something I don’t think they told you in 
biology class. First of all, I don’t want you 
to get any girl in trouble. Aside from the 
right and wrong of the thing. it would 
mean you couldn’t finish school. Your 
whole life would be ruined.” 

“Gee. I wouldn’t do anything wrong. 
Dad,” I said, somewhat embarrassed. 

“You’re not a saint, you’re human,” he 
said flatly. “You'll do wrong sometimes. 
just like anybody else. But there’s one 
thing to remember when it comes to won 
en—there are two kinds of women. 

“Two kinds?” I asked, puzzled. 
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“First, there are good women, nice like 
your mother or this girl, Ellen. They’ re 
the kind you don’t touch—until after you’re 
married. The other kind—well, use your 
imagination.” 


Hats ALL there was to it. When I 
finished, I shrugged my shoulders and 
looked expectantly at the doctor. He was 
silent for a moment, then told me that 
my father’s advice had affected my life 
more than I realized. Despite the fact that 
I could remember them only after some 
prodding, his words had stuck with me 
through the years. But I still couldn’t see 
what that had to do with my _ present 
problem. 

“Let me ask you frankly, were you inti- 
mate with this Ellen?” the doctor asked 
suddenly. 

“Of course not!” I said indignantly. “She 
wasn’t that kind of girl.” 

“And to your subconscious mind, neither 
is your wife,” pointed out the doctor. 

“But that’s ridiculous,” I scoffed. “Dru- 
cilla and I are married.” 

“But she’s still the nice girl, the un- 
touchable. Not at all like the other women 
in your life. With the others you could let 
yourself go because they were the ‘other 
kind of women.” But with nice girls like 
Ellen and now Drucilla your father’s words 
remained so vivid in your subconscious 
mind that you were not able to bring your- 
self to the point of intimacy with them.” 

There was a long silence. Finally I said, 
“What can be done about it, doctor?” 

“Frankly, I don’t know. A psychiatrist 
might hypnotize you or straighten you out 
some other way, but all I can do is point 
out the source of your trouble. One thing 
is certain—you’ve got to change your atti- 
tude toward sex. It is not something that 
must be kept from ‘nice’ women, as you 
seem to think. It is wholesome and healthy, 
and that’s what you’ve got to discover.” 

I laughed, a bitter sound. “And how do 
Igo about it?” 

“You can’t do it by yourself, that’s for 
sure,” he told me. “If she loves you enough, 
perhaps your wife can help you.” 

I stood up to go. “Yes. if she loves me,” 
I said hopelessly. 

I didn’t know it then, but half the battle 
was won. I knew what was wrong with me. 
All I needed was help in overcoming the 
mental block that had been built up all 
these years. As it turned out, Drucilla did 
love me. When I poured out my heart to 
her, exposed my innermost fears to her, her 
eyes filled with tears. 

“My poor darling,” she said softly. “I 
chould have known. All this time you’ve 
been sick and I thought—” 

Isilenced her with a kiss. “Hush. Don’t 
g0 blaming yourself. I'll be all right as 


; long as you stick by me.” 


“Oh, I will, darling. I will!” she said 
happily. 

She did. Today, my marriage is a happy, 
normal one because I’m no longer only 


half a man. THE END 
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Sleep In Girl 


(Continued from Page 37) 


mind what I plan to do yet.” 

“You’re just chicken!” I took a deep 
drag on my cigarette and puffed it in his 
race 

You littlh—!” He reached up and 
grabbed me and pulled me down on top of 
him 

I yelled and started fighting. As we 
rolled over, I guess my cigarette dropped 
on something that caught fire. Because 
a few seconds later, a big blaze shot up 
to the roof of the shed. I broke away 
from Jay-boy and dived for the loose 
board. I got out okay and he was right 
behind me. We broke out running, down 
through backyards, then took dif- 
directions when we reached the 


illevs 
rerent 
treet 
[ could hear the fire engine when I 
reached our front porch and I knew 
then that now I had to get out of town. All 
lights in the house were out, so I 
lipped in through my bedroom window. 
[ didn’t dare turn on a light, but I man- 
iged to throw some clothes into a card- 
board box and leave without waking 
Mama or the boys. 
| would like to have said goodbye to my 
brothers, maybe even Mama, but I soon 
forgot about it. I was too excited by the 
idventure that lay ahead for me. I found 
doorway and curled up to wait until 
morning—when the Crown Employment 
Agency opened up. 


] [! SEEMED like it took forever for the 
un to come up that day. I was scared 


and cold and lonely. A couple of times 
I was ready to run home and jump into my 
warm bed. But I knew that sooner or 
later Mama would find out about me 
burning down Josh Summers’ shed. I 
didn’t even want to think about what 
would happen then. 

No. the best thing for me to do was put 
as much distance between me and trouble. 
With luck, I could be on the train before 
Jay-boy started talking or the police found 
out about the fire some other way. Mama 
might even think I’d set fire to the old 
place to spite Josh Summers. 

At last it was almost nine o’clock and 
I made it to the agency on Main Street 
without anybody stopping me. So far, so 
good. I was waiting at the door when 
Mr. Miller opened up. 

“Hi there, girlie.” he chuckled, patting 
me on the back. “I see you came back.” 

I pulled away. His attitude was too 
familiar for me. “Yes,” I told him. “I 
want to leave—right away.” 

“Hold on, now,” he said. “There’s a 
few things we got to take care of first. 
We got to fill out an application for you, 
make everything nice and legal. Come 
on in.” 

I followed him inside and gave him the 
answers to the questions on the paper he 
filled out. I lied and told him my name 
was Sue Ellen Jones—thinking what a 
good joke it would be on my friend. It 
would also throw the cops off my trail if 
they came around. Josh Summers had 
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seen me there and put two and two y 
gether. 

“Age?” Mr. Miller asked. 

I hesitated. “Seventeen, going on eigh 
teen,” I lied again. 

He stared at me, then said, “We'll mak 
that 19, just to be on the safe side. Ajj 
rightie—just sign here.” 


I did as I was told. He handed me ty ° 


envelopes. “One is your railroad ticke 
to New York,” he explained. “The othe; 
is a ticket to Nassau County—that’s op 
Long Island where all the rich folks liye 
When you get there, go to the All-State 
Agency and they'll put you to work.” 

“Twenty dollars a day,” I sighed. 

“That’s right,” he chuckled. “That's , 
lot of money girlie.” 

“What about my ten dollars?” I asked, 

Mr. Miller turned red in the face, “fy 
—oh, yes. Let’s see now.” He dug into 
his pocket and pulled out a five dollar 
bill. “Here, take this. You'll get the other 
five on the other end.” 

I started to argue that five dollars 
wouldn’t cover my expenses and that he 
had promised ten dollars in addition to 
expense money. But when he said coldly, 
“Well, you gonna take it or not?”, I took 
it. Five dollars and a ticket out of town 
was better than nothing, I figured. 

I hung around the agency until it was 
time for my train to leave, then lugging 
my cardboard box, I boarded the train and 
found a seat. And finally, the train started 
up and picked up speed and I was on 
my way. 

The five dollars Mr. Miller had given 
me was almost gone by the time I got to 
New York. All I had left was $1.50 after 
buying a sandwich and coffee on the train 
and at the station when I changed trains. 
Something told me not to spend all m 
money and it’s a good thing I didn’t be 
cause when I got off the train there was 
no one to meet me. I wandered around 
the big station for a long time before | 
found the train to Long Island. 

My ticket was to Hempstead and when 
I got there it was six o’clock on a cold. 
drizzly morning. From the station there 
it cost me fifty cents to take a taxi to the 
All-State Agency. It was closed when I 
got there. 

I set my box in the doorway and sat 
down, bundling up as best as I could 
against the sharp wind. Then, for the 
first time since starting out on my journey 
I had a chance to look around me and 
think about my situation. The streets 
were deserted and I didn’t like the look 
of the strange town I found myself in. 
It was cold, and I remembered Sue Ellen’s 
remark about freezing to death up north. 

For the first time, I began to have 
doubts. Maybe it would have been better 
to stay home and face the music. | took 
out my cigarettes but had trouble lighting 
one because of the wind. When my last 
match went out before I could get a light, 
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[tossed away the empty book and almost 
burst into tears. “Damn!” I said, feeling 
disgusted with everything. 


ANT A LIGHT?” 
I looked up into the smiling face of 
a young man of 18 or 19. My throat was 
too tight to say anything. I nodded and 
he held his cigarette to mine. “Thanks,” I 
said gratefully. He was the first person 
[‘d felt free to talk to since I'd left home. 

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” he 
asked. 

“Yes, but it seems as if I’ve been here 
for years—right in this one spot,” I an- 
swered. 

He laughed and glanced up at the sign 
on the door. “Oh, you’re one of those,” 
he said in a funny way. 

“What do you mean ‘one of those’?” I 
demanded. 

“One of the girls from out of town look- 
ing for work,” he said. “Nothing person- 
al.” 

“I’m not looking for work,” I told him. 
“‘Tve got a job waiting for me.” 

“I hope so.” Then, before I could ask 
him what he meant, he said, “Look, this 
place won’t be open for another hour or 
so. You can’t wait out here in the cold. 
Come with me.” 

“Where to?” I asked suspiciously. 

He laughed. “Just to the diner around 
the corner,” he explained. “I’m on my 
way to work and I always stop there for 


breakfast. You can have a cup of coffee 
with me.” 
“Well—” I studied him. He was cer- 


tainly friendly enough and he seemed 
nice, “All right.” 

He picked up my box and we went to 
the diner. ““My name is Fred Chapel,” he 
told me. “I live here in Hempstead.” 

At the door of the diner, I stopped. 
Fred, who was holding the door open for 
me asked what was wrong. 

“This place is full of white people.” I 
whispered. 

He stared at me a moment, then burst 
into laughter. “Where are you from any- 
way? You don’t have to worry about that 
up here,” he told me. 

Still not convinced, I let him go in first. 
I was surprised to hear the counter man 
say hello to Fred and ask about his family. 
We sat down in a booth and Fred ordered 
bacon and eggs for two, and told me not 
to worry about it when I told him I had 
only one dollar left. 

It was nice and warm in the diner and 
after I'd eaten things looked much better. 
I still couldn’t get used to seeing white 
people in the same place with us. But 
that made things a lot easier, I reflected 
as I leaned back to smoke. We didn’t 
have to go way across town to find a 
colored restaurant. 

“What’s this about your family?” I 


asked Fred. “You look kind of young to 
be married.” 
‘Tm not. It happens that my father is 


4 minister,” he told me. “Lots of people 


Got Relief from Stinging Burn of Red 


ITCHY HANDS 


**Housework is hard on hands. Strong 
detergents and hot water made mine 
red, irritated and itchy. They’d burn 
and sting alot. I saw an ad for Black 
and White Ointment and decided to 
try it. The burning soreness was 
quickly eased. So, I always have 
words of strong praise for Black and 
White Ointment.”’ 
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own know because of his fight against 
the ‘slave marts’.” 

Fred went on to explain that there was 
racket in town that lured young 
cirls from the South with promises of 
good jobs. His father, Reverend Chapel, 
had discovered that many of the girls were 
nder age. 
3ut aren’t there jobs?” I asked, not 
looking at him for fear he might see in 
my eyes that I’d lied to him about my 


new 


I 1fCc. 

Oh. sure.” Fred said. “But Dad says 
the rich people who hire these girls act 
like they have no money. They don’t pay 

) and they over-work them. even try 
to trick them out of their days off.” 

He reached out and took my hand. It 
vas just a friendly gesture, but for some 
iexplainable reason it made me feel all 
varm inside. “I hope nothing like that 
happens to you. Lorry.” he said sincerely. 

Then he stood up to go. “I’ve got to 
leave now.” he told me. “but you can stay 
intil the agency is open. I'll tell the 
cashier to put anything else you order on 

bill.” 

[ tried to thank him. but he held out his 

d and said. “Goodbye, Lorry. And be 
careful.” As he went out the door, he 
alled to me. “Maybe I'll run into you at 
he Hideout some Thursday night.” 


j WAS SOON to learn that Thursday, 
not the weekend, was the big night be- 
ise that was the night off for all “sleep- 

maids and the Hideout was the most 
yopular tavern, where all the girls gath- 
red 

But before I was to see Fred again, I 
learn a lot more about the “slave 
narts” than he or anybody else knew— 

1 it was all bad. 

When I returned to the All-State 
(gency, it was open and I reported to a 
nan named Mr. Phillips. He looked at me 

behind his thick glasses and pre- 


Va to 


tended to be “You 
don’t have a thing, right now.” he told me. 
“But don’t worry. We'll take care of 
everything until there’s a call for you.” 

Mr. Phillips took me to a ramshackle 
boarding house. and it was there I got my 
education. The place was run by an old 
hag named Mamie. who was sort of a 
housemother for the dozen or so girls who 
stayed there. Mamie grinned at me tooth- 
lessly when I arrived and looked me up 
and down. “I guess I'll put you with the 
‘downstairs group’, honey.” she said at 
last. “Take your pick of the bedrooms 
back there.” 

I found out that the girls were divided 
into two groups—young and pretty, and 
those who were older and not so attractive. 
The bedrooms were more like dormitories, 
each with three bunk beds. 

“You won’t be here long,” Mr. Phillips 
promised. when I complained. Then he 
left. 

In the living room I found most of the 
girls seated in front of a TV set. They 
looked all ages. from younger than I up 
to 40 and 50 years old. It was a few days 
before I learned their names and made 
friends with a few of them. One was 
Freda. who confided that she was only 15. 
She was also waiting for a job. Millie, a 
tall, skinny girl of 21, had already quit 
two different jobs. 

“T ain’t no slave.” she said indignantly, 
“but those rich folk sure treated me like 
one! Put me in a little hole of a room 
and expected me to take care of a big 12- 
room house all by my lonesome. 

“Work? Lord there was enough there 
for half a dozen girls! I just walked out. 
The lady offered me more money. but I 
told her. ‘Lady, ‘you’re trying to work me 
into bad health. and all the money in the 
world eouldn’t do anything for me then!’ ” 

We all laughed at Millie’s comical way 
of talking, but it turned out that her ex- 
periences were not too different from most 
of the other girls. 
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“Twenty dollars a day!” said one gir) 
bitterly. “All I ever got was seven, and 
even then I had to fight for it every week 
Girl, were those people cheap! Finally. 
I couldn’t take it any more and quit cold 
Left them right in the middle of a dinner 
party they were having,” she laughed. 

I noticed one girl who kept to herself 
“That’s Arnetta, ‘Miss Stuck-up’,” Millie 
told me. 

The shapely, light-skinned girl swung 
around. “I heard you,” she said angrily, 
“Welcome to the sorority, Lorry,” she 
said, shaking my hand. “Don’t pay any 
attention to these envious witches. They're 
down on me because I’m holding out for 
a job with decent working conditions.” 

“A bed, that’s the only working condi- 
tion she’s interested in,” Millie whispered 
later. “That you-know-what will flop on 
her back the minute a man flashes a 
bankroll at her!” 

And so I met them, girls of all kinds, 
Some honestly looking for work to help 
parents or support children or just to 
live. Others out for all they could get for 
nothing—or almost nothing. 

I guess if I hadn’t met some decent 
girls I wouldn’t have stood that place. 
Our “meals” were cold sandwiches and 
bad-tasting coffee. Every now and then 
well-dressed men would come and look us 
over like cattle and hire one of us. Some 
girls refused to go along with them be. 
cause of the way the men looked at us. 
Sometimes the men were accompanied by 
their wives, and in a way that was worse. 
Those fur-coated, hincty dames looked at 
us like we were dirt. 

“And the ones who put on the most 
airs are the very ones who work you like 
a dog.” one of the girls said. 


INALLY, THE DAY CAME when | 

was hired by a young couple. I was 
so glad to leave the boarding house that 
I would have gone with them even if 
they hadn’t seemed so nice. But it just 
shows you how misleading appearances 
can be. That woman didn’t know the first 
thing about housekeeping—and _ neither 
did I. 

The very first day. she ordered me to 
get a big ladder out of the garage and 
wash every window in their two-story 
house, from the outside! Dumb as I was. 
I actually started to do it. not knowing 
that she was supposed to hire a man for 
a job like that. But while I was still try- 
ing to drag the ladder out of the garage. 
she changed her mind and put me to do- 
ing something else. 

Mrs. Watkins, that was her name, was 
a lot worse than her husband. At least 
he treated me human. But she didn’t have 
the slightest regard for the feelings of 
anybody else. And when payday came. ! 
found out that they’d been told to give 
my money to the agency. I was boiling 
mad, but there was nothing I could do 
about it until my day off. Then I went 
down there to raise hell. 
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Mr. Phillips told me that his fee had to 
come out of my salary. Not only that, but 
my train fare and expenses at the board- 
ing house would have to be deducted 
fom whatever I earned the next few 
weeks! It would be almost a month be- 
fore | actually had any money of my own. 

[| was so shocked and angry that I 
cried. Anything, even living with Mama 
and Josh Summers, would be better. So I 
asked for train fare back home. 

“Sorry.” said Mr. Phillips, suddenly 
very stiff. “You owe the agency too much 
money to advance you any more.” 

J jumped up. “Well, you can’t make 
me work. I quit!” I shouted. 

He just smiled and shook his head. “I 
wouldn’t advise that. You’d be breaking 
the contract you signed and—well, you 
can go to jail for that.” 

I didn’t know it then, but if I had gone 
to the police he would have gone to jail. 
| wasn’t the only under-age girl working 
through his agency. But I didn’t know 
any better. I figured I was stuck and went 
on back to the Watkins place without 
stopping by the Hideout. Another week 
passed before I went there on my day off. 

It wasn’t until I sat down alone in a 
corner booth that I realized how tired I 
was. I had really been putting in some 
long hours and hard work. I wondered 
how the other girls I saw found enough 
strength and energy to laugh and dance 
and drink as they did. Then I realized 
that they probably figured they were en- 
titled to a little relaxation and were going 
to have one night of fun if it killed them. 

After a while, I looked forward to 
Thursday nights and a good time at the 
Hideout. I learned to drink beer and I 
danced with the men who hung around the 
place. Some of the men were there to get 
money from the girls, but others were 
there because they knew most of us were 
lonely and many were willing to spend a 
night with a man just to have someone to 
love them, even for a little while. 


()NE THURSDAY NIGHT I saw Fred. 

He was just as friendly as ever but 
he seemed so young and inexperienced 
compared to the men I’d met at the Hide- 
out. I liked him, but I must admit the 
older men 


were more attractive to me. 
Fred invited me over to his house and I 
said sure, I’d come some time. But I 


never really thought I would. 

It turned out that I did go there—but 
it was not on a social visit. I had met a 
man named Sam Turner, who seemed 
everything a girl could want. Goodlook- 
ing, neat and well-dressed, Sam became 
my boy friend. I had dreams of marrying 
him and getting away from doing house- 
work for other women. I was tired of the 
drudgery, sick of the humiliation. 

Sam led me on. If I’d been older, I 
could have seen that he only wanted one 
thing of me. But I didn’t know, and I 
foolishly submitted to him. Right after 


that, he lost interest in me. He’d gotten 
what he wanted and was after new con- 
quests. Frantically, I tried to find him. 
When the girls at the Hideout told me 
one night that he had another girl, I was 
so hurt and confused, I started drinking 
whiskey instead of beer. 

I was pretty tight when Sam came with 
his new girl and I blew my top. She and 
I got into a big squabble and right in the 
middle of it. the came in. When 
they took me to the station they made me 
tell my real name and age and that started 
a whole big investigation. 

The was in all the newspapers 
and somehow Fred found out I was the 
girl who exposed the slave marts. Any- 
way. he and his father came around to see 
me. Reverend Chapel got me paroled in 
his care and took me home. 

When my case came up. he asked the 
judge to let me off easy, but since I was a 
minor, I was sentenced to be sent to a 
girls’ school until I was of age. Reverend 
Chapel offered to send me back home, but 
the judge wouldn’t allow it and I sure 
didn’t want it. I was disgraced enough 
as it was. Sam was sent up for statutory 
rape and the owner of the Hideout lost his 
liquor license. 

I sure caused a whole lot of trouble. 
But there was more. The All-State Agency 
was closed up and right now they’re try- 
ing to pass a law to keep teen-age girls 
from being imported here for house work. 

“But all the laws in the world won't 
stop young girls from acting foolishly, 
Lorry,” Reverend Chapel said to me the 
day they took me away. “But there’s 
something you can do to help. That is, if 
you care to.” 

“What is that?” I asked. “I’ll do what- 
ever I can.” 

“Tell your story so other young girls 
like you will know better than to make 
the same mistake.” he told me. “You’ve 
broken your mother’s heart, you’ve broken 
the law. you’ve sinned— 

“T know. I know.” I sobbed. 
what to do. Reverend.” 

“Tell your story. I’ve a feeling that you 
can atone for everything if what you have 
to say will save even one girl.” 

So that’s why I’ve told this story. May- 
be it will do some good. I hope so. 

Fred was very sweet to me just before 
the matron took me out to the car to drive 
me to the school. He took my hand and 
said. “Good luck, Lorry. And don’t worry 
too much. It won’t be long.” 

Then he leaned down and kissed me, 
very gently. but still more than a brother- 
ly kiss. “I'll be waiting for you to come 
back.” he said softly. 

I smiled through my tears. That was 
just what I needed right then. Of course, 
I know he won’t be waiting, even if he 
meant it then. But in these past months, 
so long and lonely and so full of sorrow, 
the idea that he might be waiting for me 
has been the one hope I’ve clung to. I’m 
sure I’]] be all right when I come out. 


THE END 
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1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 
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2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 











3 Almost every 


heart condition 
can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 











(#) 5 Your “symptoms” may 


or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 

don’t worry. See your 

doctor and be sure. 
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Back Street Romance 


(Continued from Page 32) 


fully unfulfilled because of his impo- 
In my case, I suppose I have only my- 
elf to blame for all that happened. Cer- 
iinly I had no right to hurt Duncan as I 
lid. but few women ever stop to think 
vhen they marry a man twenty years their 
that the day will come when that 
gap in their ages will suddenly be- 
1 terrifying bedroom monster, mock- 
the pitiful death rattles of a dying 

Viay-December romance. 
hat day had come for me several years 
[ had carelessly shrugged it off 
then, telling myself that there would al- 
be memories to cling to, that no mat- 
vhat happened we could always re- 
ill the golden years of our marriage 
[ was scarcely twenty and Duncan 
an established successful doctor, 
slightly forty-five—but distinguished, well- 
groomed and one of Detroit’s best bache- 
Chances are some women 
ld have gone on satisfying themselves 
memories, but not me. I had been 
poiled, too wrapped up in a world of 
zlamor to try to turn love off like a faucet 
nd let it go at that. I had to cling to 
had to try desperately to hold on to 

th to bolster my own ego. 

Duncan was beyond understanding that. 
He ight have been sympathetic twenty 
rs ago when we first married, but as 
[ looked at him now. standing there with 


1o1 atches. 


lines of age etched in his face, his graying 
hair receding from his forehead and 
temples, it suddenly seemed that our lives 
had become worlds apart. 

Finally, after what seemed an eternity 
of silence, I drew myself up straight and 
began a feeble attempt at an explanation, 
but Duncan cut me off short with one word 
—“tramp!”—and, turning, strode heavily 
out of the room. In a moment I heard the 
front door slam shut behind him. then the 
roar of our car’s motor as it raced out of 
the driveway. Instantly I knew where he 
was headed. There could be only one 
place—The Paradise Show Bar—where 
Ed worked as a bartender. 

Quickly I picked up the telephone and 
began dialing nervously. 

“Hello! Paradise Show Bar,” an im- 
patient voice answered gruffly. 

“I'd like to speak with Mr. Tucker, 
please,” I said timidly. 

“He’s busy lady,” the voice came back 
quickly. “Can I have him call you back?” 

“No, please. It’s important. I’ve got to 
talk to him. It’s terribly urgent.” 

“Well—OK—Wait a minute—” the 
voice trailed off. There was a sound of a 
receiver being put down, mixed in with 
the blare of a juke box above the din of 
loud voices and laughter. In a moment 
the loud noises were suddenly shut out 
and I heard Ed’s voice on the other end. 


PU 


He had been good to us, 
this man | had married. 
Good to me and my child 
—the child he thought 


was his 
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“Hello! Tucker 
quickly. 

“Hi, Ed,” I answered breathlessly. “ 
know I shouldn’t have bothered you, by 
Duncan’s found out about us. He’s on his 
way over there and I just know he’ll do 
something terrible.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Ed said slowly. 

“You know! You mean he’s—he’s ql. 
ready there!” 

“Naw. Not that. I mean I know abou 
him knowing about us. Mitzi told me this 
afternoon—after she saw him.” 

“Mitzi! Then that’s how he found out! 
And I didn’t think she’d dare!” 

“Well, she did. And that’s not all. She 
got a nice piece of change out of him for 
putting him wise. Maybe you shouldn't 
have been so high-handed with her the 
other day when she came by to have it owt 
with you the way she did. I told you she'd 
only make a mess of things. She’s not the 
kind to take a back seat when another 
woman’s trying to nix her out with her 
boy friend. I tried to tell you to let me 
handle things my way, but no—you had 
to tangle with her and foul up everything.” 

“But Ed, darling, you don’t understand. 
She came here—to my house. What was | 
to do? Just sit here and say nothing while 
she insulted me in my own home?” 

“T don’t know. All I know is that every- 
thing’s turned out to be one helluva mess. 
And if I know Mitzi, she won’t stop here. 
She won’t be satisfied until she lands you 
on the front page in a juicy newspaper 
scandal. I don’t care so much about my- 
self, but you know what’ll happen if the 
Chronicle or Jet gets hold of this—your 
business will be all in the streets.” 

“But what can we do, Ed? What if—if 
Duncan shoots you or something?” 

“T wouldn’t worry too much about that. 
I can handle him all right. It’s Mitzi I’m 
worried about right now. One word from 
her and you'll be the No. 1 hussy of 
Boston Boulevard.” 

“Oh stop it, Ed! You’re beginning to 
sound like Duncan! First I’m a tramp. 
and now I’m a hussy. Next you'll be say- 
ing I’ve been your. . .” 

“Wait a minute, Loretta. You’re getting 
this all wrong. I didn’t call you anything. 
I said you would be called that if Mitzi 
gets to talking around what she knows. 
But never mind about that now. I don’t 
have anymore time to talk about it over 
the phone. Maybe I’ll think of something 
between now and tomorrow and call you 
then.” 

“Will I see you? Tomorrow. I mean?” 

“T_I—I don’t know. You'd better let 
me call you first.” 

“OK. But be careful darling. Please.” 

I put the phone back on the hook and 
settled back against the cushions of the 

couch, turning over in my mind the sud- 
den turn of events that had brought my 
secret out in the open. I should have 
known that Mitzi would eventually go to 
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said Duncan with what she knew about me and 


Ed. She was the kind who would do that. 
7 Not because she wanted Ed so much for 
: but herself, but more because she wanted 
n his money and she didn’t care whom she hurt | 
do f op what she did to get it. I had been a | 


fool not to recognize that right from the 
beginning, when I should have either 
sal. J stopped seeing Ed before things went as 
far as they did or insisted that he get her 


hou | err hic life altogether. But thers the | With lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


this trouble with trying to have your cake and 
; eat it, too. I wanted Ed—desperately—but 
out: | didn’t have the courage to give up all Raveen’s new scientific formula 


that I had been used to with Duncan to 
She | try to find a new life with Ed. 








works to help stop dry scalp, 


\ for I realize now that I had been foolish to splitting hair, breaking ends 
idn’t encourage him as I had, but nobody 

the knows better than I how desperate I was | 

out for love. Many nights I had lain awake, | 

he'd vainly waiting to hear Duncan’s footsteps 

the coming to me in my bedroom. But they 

ther had not come. And when they had—once 


in awhile—I was always left with that 
dull, frustrated feeling of having been 



































os denied. 
ai AYBE THAT WAS WHY I had dared 
=~ be as reckless as I was that first night 
hile when I flirted with Ed across the bar at 
the Paradise Show Lounge. It wasn’t any- 
thing I had planned, but I had gone out 
om: for a drive to keep from being bored and 
ee had decided at the last minute to stop in 
sor at the Paradise to see what it was like 
its since it had just opened. It was a hot If you've been looking and 
a night, and I was wearing a very sheer looking for something that would 
wil black dress that was as daringly low-cut glorify your hair and give it 
at the neck as it was sheer. Ed was be- 
2 hind the bar and came up to me almost es. See has arene 
tin an € wens coated. appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
* “What’ll it be, Miss?” he asked in a answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
kind of detached, professional way, wiping to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
- the bar in front of me and stealing a helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
'm quick glance at the low cut of my dress. with shining billows of 
a “Gin and tonic,” I said quickly without long, lustrous hair you've 
looking and opening my bag for a cig- always wanted. If the length of 
‘is arette. I lit it, then turned to make a your hair has been affected by its 
ip. _ po eae’ altos undue dryness, you owe it to 
wi “Would you like a cherry?” Ed asked, sapsetnaianti.: geitege — 
3 ; our generous no risk offer 
. setting the drink down. 
“Does it go with the drink?” I said 
a with a little smile. 
‘ All depends. Some like cherries; some 
tt don’t. I always ask beforehand.” 
“ “What would you suggest?” 
ns He shrugged. “Tastes about as good 
Z with as it does without, I guess. But since | : ff | 
you’re a lady, maybe the cherry would go Mai coupon for no risk oirer! 
- good. You know, a little more decora- 
tion.” 
: He smiled, and for the first time I no- ee, = 8 | 
” tied his even, pearly-white teeth. They | E 3 RAVEEN Dept. T-4 ; 
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make such a fuss about all 
customer’s drinks?” I teased. 
{ll depends,” he replied cockily, a sly 
smile playing at the corners of his mouth. 
When they’re as pretty as you, I try 
put a little more effort into making 
satisfied.” 
{nd are they—usually?” 
He leaned closer across the bar, and his 
yes met mine in a steady gaze. “Most of 
the time. Of course, it’s hard to tell about 
You never know what they real- 


DD you 


hey’re 


omen 
y want.” 
We both laughed. and in an instant he 
vas gone to look after some of the other 
the bar. But as he went 
about his work I couldn’t keep from steal- 
ing sidelong glances at him. I told myself 
he must have a girl friend 
somewhere, and then I began to frame in 
my mind mental pictures of what a girl 
for him would be like. I tried to 
picture blondes who would contrast with 
his dark, handsome features, and I tried 
to picture brunettes whose beauty could 
match his startling good looks. But no- 
where in the back of my mind would an 
image take shape. There just didn’t seem 
ye anyone I knew—or had seen—whom 
[ could picture as fitting the bill for the 
woman in his life. 


ustomers at 


that surely 


tT iend 


In a little while he was back again. 
“How about another?” he suggested, still 


miling. “Don’t mean to rush you. but we 
about 10 minutes.” 





VOVUVONUOEUEEAAOAOEAAOOH 


When a teen-ager defies 
her parents advice, 


UC 


I shook my head. “No. thanks. Some- 
body might get ideas if they see me sitting 
here alone—and tanking up.” 

He smiled and gave a little shrug. “OK. 
But I wouldn’t call two drinks ‘tanking 
up.’ Besides, if anybody gets fresh you 
can just say you’re waiting for me. That’s 
a good answer. Saves a lot of explanation, 
too.” 

“And what would your girl friend say to 
that?” 

“No need to worry about that. [’m 
afraid I’m fresh out of those at the mo- 
ment.” He winked and laughed a little 
dry laugh that suggested he could be 
conceited when he wanted to. Then he 
said more seriously, “By the way, how 
does it happen that a beautiful woman 
like you is sitting alone in a place like 
this? I know it’s none of my business, 
but there’s no law against asking. I’ve 
been trying to think, but it just doesn’t 
figure.” 

I looked away from him, and for a 
moment I thought soberly of my romance- 
less marriage to Duncan and the awful 
boredom that had brought me here in the 
first place. Then. managing a thin smile, 
I said, “Sometimes a woman likes to get 
out by herself for a little fun. Is there 
anything so wrong in that?” 

He looked at me with a measured gaze 
then said slowly. “I guess not. But a 
woman sometimes can find more fun than 
she bargains for down here in the ‘Valley’ 
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with disaster, where can she turn, 


to whom can she run, behind 


what locked door 
can she hide her shame? 


READ 


‘DON’T PREACH 


TO ME!’ 


A shocking story 

of teen-age rebellion 
and the consequences 
that happen, night after 
night, all over America! 


In the May Issue of TAN Magazine 


VOUNUUPEAAAUUAADNAAU EEL 


62 





if she’s not careful. I tell you what—this 
joint’ll be closed in a minute. How about 
sticking around and let me show you a 
couple of places where you can have some 
real fun—dancing, drinks, everything?” 

Impulsively I started to say no. but 
after thinking a second time, remember. 
ing that home and Duncan would be as 
monotonously dull as it had been when | 
left, I smiled, said “It sounds interesting.” 

Later, when Ed had changed clothes 
and met me again at the bar, I couldn't 
help thinking to myself how handsome he 
was. Without his bartender’s jacket, he 
looked more like a young lawyer or per. 
haps an interne, but certainly not a bar. 
tender. 

I smiled as he walked up. and hurriedly 
finished checking my make-up. 

“All set?” he greeted me. reaching out 
with one hand to help me from the bar 
stool. Then as we started out, he stopped 
short just before we reached the door and 
said with a laugh, “Say, wait a minute. 
You know something? We never intro- 
duced ourselves.” 

I laughed. “Just call me Loretta.” | 
said. “The full name’s Loretta Travis. but 
don’t you dare call me Miss Travis. It 
sounds too formal.” 

“Miss Travis?” he said, a puzzled ex- 
pression on his face. 

“Why, yes,” I answered, then smiled as 
I realized why he had said it like that. 
“All right. Mrs. Travis then. but I'd rather 
not be called either. Just Loretta. OK?” 

“OK by me. And the same goes here. 
The name’s Ed Tucker. but all my friends 
call me Ed and that’s the way I like it.” 

We laughed again, then, arm in arm. 
started out the door. Outside, Ed headed 
for where a taxi sat waiting, but I held 
him back gently by the arm and shook my 
head. “We won’t need that.” I said, “my 
car’s just down the street.” 

“Cadillac?” he asked, teasing. 

“Why. yes.” I answered. “How did you 
know?” 

“Instinct, Sugar. Just instinct.” 

We both laughed again. and for the 
first time in a long while it seemed I was 
young all over again, enjoying life. laugh- 
ing at silly remarks, being myself in a 
gay, reckless way I always had wanted to. 

A moment later when we reached my 
car, I dug in my purse for the keys and 
handed them to Ed. “Here.” I said, “You 
know where you’re going. Maybe you'd 
better drive.” 

“OK by me,” he answered, opening the 
door for me, then quickly going around to 
the other side and climbing under the 
wheel. 

“What’s that?” I asked as he dropped 
a package on the seat between us. 

“Oh that? Just a bottle of gin. One 
of these joints is an ‘after-hours’ spot, and 
I figured we’d better carry something 
along—you know, just in case we got 
real thirsty. Any objections?” 

“No. I just asked. That’s all.” 

For a moment neither of us said a word. 
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Then. as he began wheeling in and out 
of traffic, I settled back in the seat and 
quietly began to reflect on everything that 
had happened so quickly in just a short 
while. Somehow I couldn’t help feeling a 
litle ashamed for letting myself appear 
« unlady-like as to get picked up by 
someone who scarcely more than an hour 
ago was a total stranger to me, but deep 
inside me I also felt a sense of satisfac- 
tion over what I had done. I knew that I 
had deliberately catered to my vanity, that 
firting with and encouraging Ed as I had 
done had satisfied my ego, but at the same 
time I knew too that I felt a physical at- 
traction for him that no man had ever 
aroused in me. What could come of it 
seemed too remote to even think about at 
the moment, yet I wondered if I really 
could or would want to say no when the 
time came. 

“Penny for your thoughts,” Ed said 
fnally, aware of my preoccupation. 

I laughed. “Maybe they’re worth more 
than that.” 

“Well? Name your price then.” 

“It was nothing, really. But I guess I 
was wondering a little bit.” 

“Wondering? About what?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe about me going 
out with you like this. It seemed all right 
at first, but now I’m not so sure.” 

Ed looked at me, a puzzled expression 
on his face. “But I thought you said you 
wanted to have some fun?” 

“I did. But I mean it’s—it’s so late and 
all, what if somebody should see me? 
With you. I mean.” 

“Somebody like who?” 

“Oh. I don’t know. But you know what 
I mean. I am married. and you’re so—so 
young it just wouldn’t look right. People 
wouldn’t understand.” 

“What’s there to understand? I could 
be your cousin from out of town as far as 
that goes about us being out together. Be- 
sides, I don’t look all that young to make 
people notice us. I think you’re imagin- 
ing more into it than there really is.” 

“Maybe you’re right. But just the same 
I don’t think we’d better go.” 

“OK. But what do we do now? Go 
home?” 

“I suppose so,” I said after a pause. 

Ed looked disappointed. He drove along 
silently for a few blocks, then finally 
brought the car to a stop on a quiet street 
near a residential apartment-hotel. “I 
tell you what,” he said, turning to me, 
“why don’t we have a night cap before 
calling it a night. My apartment’s in there, 
and there’s nobody around at this hour 
to be gawking or asking questions. We 
can have a quick one then call it good- 
night, goodbye or whatever you want. 
What say?” 

I thought for a moment, hesitated, then 
sid. “All right. But just one—and it’s 
got to be quick.” 

In the automatic elevator going up 
to Ed’s apartment, he seemed pleased 
that our short “date” hadn’t turned out too 
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badly after all. That boyish grin had re- 
turned to his face, and he kept looking 
at me as though he was seeing me and ex- 
amining me for the first time. It made me 
a little nervous, yet it didn’t make me feel 
uncomfortable. Instead, it seemed that 
the way he looked at me gave me a 
tingling, exciting feeling inside the way 
champagne does when the bubbles tease 
the tip of your nose while you sip it. 

“Just make yourself comfortable,” Ed 
said when we finally reached his apart- 
ment. 

I stopped in the middle of the living 
room and took it all in at one glance. It 
was an ideal bachelor apartment. orderly, 
masculine, softly lighted, cozy and ade- 
quate. I quickly imagined that there had 
been others who had shared rendezvous 
with him here, but there were no pictures 
about to suggest who they might have been 
or any other feminine memento to hint at 
his love life. I wondered about it briefly, 
then dismissed it entirely until I went to 
the bathroom to freshen my make-up and 
happened to notice an expensive gold com- 
pact on a shelf which was engraved, “To 
Mitzi—Love, Ed.” When I returned, Ed 
had finished mixing the drinks and had 
turned on a record player. He held out 
a glass to me, then settled back on a sofa. 

“To a beautiful friendship,” he said of- 
fering a toast. 

“To a beautiful friendship,” I echoed 
and raised my glass. Then, giving in to 
my curiosity, I said casually, “It looks as 
though your friend, Mitzi, isn’t too careful 
about leaving expensive compacts lying 
around.” 

Ed laughed. “Oh, that. She cares all 
right, but I guess it doesn’t matter any- 
more. It’s been there now for almost a 
month and I don’t think she’s coming 
back after it. You know how it is—we 
had a spat and called it quits. She walked 
out in a huff and left that behind. I just 
hadn’t gotten around to sending it to her.” 

“Do you still see her?” I asked, pretend- 
ing indifference. 

“A couple of times since—but only at a 
distance,” he answered quickly and moved 
closer to me on the sofa. “But let’s net 
talk about her. Suppose we talk about 
us.” 

“And where should we begin?” I teased. 

“Anywhere you say,” Ed answered play- 
fully, at the same time quietly slipping 
his arm around my shoulders. 

“Maybe we’d better make it next time,” 
I said softly. “It would take much too 
long for me to begin to tell you about 
myself.” 

“Then let’s make it next time,” Ed 
whispered, his lips close to my ear. Then 
gently, he began urging me closer with the 
arm he had slipped around me. I resisted 
a little at first, but his warm, insistent 
caress made me go weak, and I suddenly 
felt hot surges of passion mounting inside 


” 


me, straining for release. I half-turne 
toward him, meeting head-on the searing 
hungry searching of his lips, then my, 
mured softly as they found mine, mois 
and hot, in final passionate surrender, 

“Oh please, Ed,” I whispered breath. 
lessly. “We shouldn’t—please—” 

Then I could hear my voice trailing of 
and the quiet of the room suddenly hg 
come alive with the heavy, even sounds o{ 
Ed’s great breathing. Somewhere in th 
distance a train whistle’s sounds floated 
through an open window, borne along 
a gentle breeze that parted the curtains, 
held them suspended in air for a rippling 
instant, then let them fall back again, 
limp and spent. 


S I drove home later, I couldn’t help 

but think about all that had happened 
so quickly. I felt a little ashamed that | 
had been so weak—so soon—but in the 
back of my mind I knew that I had found 
a happiness that had all but gone con. 
pletely out of my life. It was wrong, and 
I knew it. But I knew too that a woman 
has to have love, and I just couldn’t go on 
any longer being ignored and unwanted 
by a husband who had grown too old. 

For weeks afterward, life seemed to 
take on new meaning for me. Whenever 
I saw Ed I was buoyed up with a wonder. 
ful feeling, each time tingling with re. 
newed excitement. He had_ understood 
when I finally told him about what had 
happened in my marriage, and somehow 
we both seemed to avoid that subject from 
then on, believing and hoping that every- 
thing would someday work out for the 
best of everybody concerned. 

But that’s what’s so awfully wrong about 
leaving your life to chance. Nothing ever 
turns out the way you hope it will, and al- 
ways it seems that it’s the unexpected that 
enters in to change everything. 

In my case, I guess my affair with Ed 
still would have been his and my secret 
had it not been for Mitzi, the girl he had 
broken off with just before I met him. We 
had never talked much about her after 
that first night, although shortly after that 
I did notice that her compact was gone 
from where I had first seen it. I hadn't 
bothered to mention it to Ed because | 
had thought at the time that he simply 
had removed it out of consideration for 
me. And if I hadn’t been so naive I 
would have guessed then that she had 
come back for it, learned about Ed and 
me, and out of jealous meanness, had de- 
cided to make trouble for us. 

I don’t quite remember now when it all 
started, but I guess it must have been 
about three months after I started seeing 
Ed regularly. I had gone back by the 
Paradise one night to pick him up when 
he got off from work, and as I sat there 
at the bar waiting, she came in and sat 
beside me. I didn’t know who she was @t 
first, but I recognized her instantly when 





that 
cuss 
have 


‘turne) 
earing 
1 mu. 
Mois 
der, 
rath. 


ing of 
ly be. 
nds of 
in the 
loated 
ng on 
tains, 
pling 
again, 


help 
pened 
that | 
n the 
found 
com- 
, and 
oman 
£0 on 
anted 
. 
“d to 
never 
nder- 
h re. 
stood 
had 
ehow 
from 
very: 


~ the 


bout 
ever 
d al- 
that 


1 Ed 
cret 
had 
We 
fter 
that 
rone 
dn’t 
se I 
ply 
for 
e | 
had 
and 


de- 


all 
pen 
ing 
the 
1en 
ere 
sat 

at 
en 





she put her compact on the bar while 
searching in her purse for cigarettes. 

“Excuse me,” I said politely, “but you 
must be Mitzi.” 

“Why, yes,” she said, a half-puzzled look 
on her face. “But how did you... ?” 

I laughed. “I recognized your com- 
pact,” I said. 

Her face brightened in sudden under- 
standing. “O-o-oh! Then you must be— 
Loretta?” 

I nodded, smiled, hoping she would be 
friendly. 

“Well, what do you know,” she said 
with deliberation, studying me quickly 
with a sweeping glance. “But I thought 
you'd be—I mean, I thought you were— 
well, | mean—” 

“You thought I 
Right?” 

“No. Not exactly. But Ed had said... 
Well, he had told me a little about you 

. and I hadn’t quite pictured you this 


was older looking? 


way.” 

I looked at her, searching for meaning 
in her face. Finally, I asked, “And just 
how had you pictured me?” 

She dropped her eyes and took a long 
pull on her cigarette. “I don’t know, real- 
ly. But I do know he didn’t tell me you 
were a society page dame.” 

“Society page?” 

“Yeah. You know what I mean. Boston 
Boulevard. Cadillacs. A change of mink 
coats. All that stuff.” 

“And what makes you say that?” 


She laughed. “It sticks out all over 
you. You got class. You’re not like the 


ordinary dame who comes in a joint like 
this, hoping she'll meet a ‘sugar-daddy’. 
You already got one, but you got some 
other problems, too. Some that don’t get 
solved at home, if you know what I mean.” 

I couldn’t keep from flushing angrily. 
From her tone of voice I could tell that 
she knew more about my affairs than she 
ought to know. Yet, I wondered if she 
were guessing in the dark or if she really 
had learned what she seemed to know 
from Ed. “I’m afraid I don’t know what 
you mean,” I said coolly. “Just what prob- 
lems are you referring to?” 

“Never mind. Forget I said that. I 
didn’t mean any harm, but you know how 
it is—sometimes your conversation gets 
ahead of you.” 

I gave her an icy look, and though I 
pretended to be nice throughout the rest of 
the time I had to wait for Ed to get off, 
I knew deep inside me that I disliked her 
thoroughly. 

That night Ed and I argued for the first 
time. And while I didn’t blame him alto- 
gether for what had happened between 
me and Mitzi, I couldn’t help but feel 
that at some time or other he had dis- 
cussed me with her more than he should 
have, 

From then on, I sensed that Mitzi would 
try to make trouble for us, but foolishly I 


made a pretense of dismissing her by 
closing my mind to her just as I had tried 
to shut other problems out of my life by 
ignoring them rather than face up to 
them. If only I had forced her to show 
her hand that first night, things probably 
would have turned out a lot different, but, 
no, I chose to play a waiting game with 
her, little knowing how dangerous she 
could be. 


S IT HAPPENED, I got my first real- 

ization of what her game was when 
my doorbell rang about a month later and 
I answered it to find her standing at my 
front door. 

“Yes?” I greeted her, a note of sur- 
prise and puzzlement echoing in my voice. 

She looked at me for a moment, then 
said hollowly. “May I come in? I'd like 
to talk to you. It’s about Ed.” 

“I’m afraid we have nothing to discuss,” 
I snapped angrily and started to shut the 
door. But she put her hand against it in 
protest. and, measuring her words care- 
fully, said: “On the contrary. We have 
much to discuss. You see, I happen to 
know more about you—and him—than you 
think I know. You know what I mean, 
little things like late romantic visits to 
his apartment. charge accounts your hus- 
band doesn’t know about, and—well? 
Need I say more?” 

“Come in, please,” I said nervously. 
Then, as she followed me into the living 
room, a single thought kept racing through 
my mind: how had she found out! My 
first reaction was that she was still seeing 
Ed and that obviously he had told her all 
about what there was between us, but on 
second thought I sensed that what she had 
said was the result of a much more sinis- 
ter plot. It didn’t take me long to find out. 

“Well?” I began, once we were seated, 
“you seemed to have made a pretty good 
beginning. so suppose you continue with 
what you have to say.” 

She settled back and lit a 
“Frankly, I don’t think there’s too much 
to add, except maybe fill in the details. 
You took up with my boy friend while 
we were on the outs, and so far you've 
done a good job at playing stand-in. But 
that’s not what I came here to talk about. 
As far as I’m concerned, Ed’s like any 
other guy in ‘Paradise Valley’; you give 
him what he wants and he’s yours as long 
as you can hold him. But in your case it’s 
different. The way I figure it, he gave 
you what you wanted and, in turn, you 
make things nice for him. That’s all right 
—except for one thing. You’re married. 
And, you can’t afford to be seen with him 
or have too many people know that he’s the 
big moment in your life. Right?” 

I didn’t say anything. 

“So,” she continued, “that’s where I 
come in. Now I’m a girl who can put up 
a pretty stiff fight for her boy friend or 
anything else anybody wants to take from 
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me. But you—you’re different. You never 
learned how to fight, because the side of the 
tracks you come from didn’t have to know 
how to fight to get along in life. You had 
noney; you had looks; you had education; 
and when you got ready to marry, you had 
the pick of at least a half-dozen well-heeled 
cuys who could make it nice for you in 
life. But that’s what’s wrong with you 
society chicks. You get a guy who can 
wrap you up in minks and Cadillacs and 
then you find out you got to have some- 
body else from my side of the tracks to 
atisfy the woman in you. So you grab 
whatever looks good to you—as long as 
it’s all man—and you don’t care who you 
hurt as long as you get what you want. 
Well, I’ve got news for you, Miss Boston 
Boulevard, 1 don’t part so easily with 
things that belong to me. You can have 
Ed, but you’ll have to buy him, if you 
know what I mean—and at my. price.” 
She took a deep drag off the cigarette 
that had been burning in the ash tray be- 
side her, and as she exhaled, she settled 
back and studied me with satisfied delib- 
eration. For an instant blind rage surged 
through me—rage that was kindled more 
ut of her brash frankness than out of 
what she had said. I bristled with anger, 
then, more collected. said: “And just what 
your price- —for blackmail?” 
She sneered. “I wouldn’t use that word 
too loosely if I were you,” she said. “Sup- 
se we just say that I have a commodity 
sale and you’re buying—or shall we 
1y interested in buying. Blackmail can 
such an ugly word in print—especially 
hen it’s mentioned in the same news 
ry with such embarrassing words like 
idultery.’ ‘love nest,’ and ‘back street ro- 
ince.’ See what I mean?” 
You get out of here!” I snapped 
grily. 
OK.” she said airily, rising to leave. 
If you’re not buying, I can’t make a sale. 
But just you remember this: don’t say I 
didn’t give you a chance to buy out grace- 
fully. If I don’t hear from you in the next 
iple of days, what I’m selling goes up 
grabs. And I think I know just the 
ght place to catch a good bargain.” 
When she had gone I flopped down 
eavily on the sofa. I was trying to think, 
but I couldn’t. I knew she was deter- 
mined to go through with her money-suck- 
scheme. But what was I to do? I 
ouldn’t go to Duncan and ask him for 
iny large amount of money without offer- 
ng some reasonable explanation. And at 
the moment there was none. Besides, one 
payoff wouldn’t keep her quiet. She wasn’t 


the type. No blackmailer is ever satisfied 
so easily. If I would pay her once, I 
would have to keep on paying—and pay- 
ing—and paying. There just wouldn’t be 
any end. I was sure of that. 

Finally, I reached for the telephone to 
call Ed. There was no answer. I tried to 
reach him at the Paradise Bar, but he 
hadn’t come in yet. Hours later, when I 
did reach him, he wasn’t of much help. 
I don’t know what I had expected of him. 
Maybe somewhere in the back of my mind 
I might have had a notion that he would 
know best how to deal with Mitzi, but 
after talking with him I realized that this 
was strictly my problem. After all, what 
did Ed have to lose? If worse came to 
worst, all that could happen to him would 
be a mention or two of his name in what- 
ever scandalous story the papers would 
print. And who was Ed Tucker? Just 
another bartender in a Paradise Valley 
gin mill, a nobody really, whose name 
probably wouldn’t be remembered outside 
his own small circle of friends or hangers- 
on at the bar where he worked after peo- 
ple got past the first two paragraphs. 

But me? That’s where the line would 
be drawn. And I began to realize it. I 
had all to lose, in the worst kind of way 
a woman can lose—embarrassment, shame, 
humiliation, public scandal and whatever 
other assessment society puts on the mo- 
rals of an errant woman. 

Ed himself made me know this more 
than I had ever realized before in all the 
months I had been seeing him, just before 
we ended our phone conversation. 

“But look, baby,” he had said, “You 
knew about Mitzi. It wasn’t something I 
had tried to hide. So what do you want 
me to do now? Try to buy her off? Me? 
On my salary? No, no, sugar. Let’s get 
the facts straight. It was you who came 
out looking for a good time; you who in- 
sisted on buying me a few nice things so 
I would look right when you wanted to 
show me off in the downtown restaurants 
and so forth, Remember? Don’t get me 
wrong. I’m not complaining about all 
that, but I told you about Mitzi—and she’s 
not one to trifle with. Maybe you should 
have strung her along today. I don’t know. 
But since you didn’t, let me try to handle 
her. My way. If that doesn’t work—well, 
then we’ll just roll with the punches. 
Don’t call me at the apartment for a 
couple of days. It’s best we don’t see each 
other—for a little while anyhow. I'll call 
you—when it’s safe. Maybe it’s better 
that way. OK?” 
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OR HIM it was as simple as that. 4 

vague promise, an unsolved problem, 
an evasive answer. That was his way of 
dismissing everything that was importan 
to me. And I realized it now, more tha, 
ever before. 

Two days later, my world came tun 
bling down around me. Ed hadn’t callej 
as he had promised, then when Duncan 
came home that evening and tossed his hat 
on the sofa and brushed past me and told 
me to sit down in his best brusque, 
lecture-like tone of voice. I knew tha 
Mitzi had made a sale for the bag of 
skeletons out of my bedroom closet. 

He had every right to be angry. In 
not denying that. I had wronged him in 
the worst possible kind of way a woman 
can wrong a man. And nobody knows 
how many times since I have thought to 
myself how much better it would have 
been if I had made a clean breast of it 
all with him the very first time Mitzi was 
bold enough to come to my home with her 
little black plot. If I had, then Duncan 
might have been spared the humiliation 
of having to hear about his wife from the 
lips of somebody who didn’t care one 
snap about how raw or how cheap it 
sounded. But that’s water under the 
bridge. And like a lot of things we some. 
times would like to change if we could 
do them over again. there’s nothing I can 
ever do to make amends for that one mis- 
take or right that single wrong. 

I know now, more than anything else, 
that being foolish is sometimes as much 
of a woman’s affliction as is her vanity. 

I was a fool. A middle-aged one. And 
for the life of me, I still can’t understand 
why Duncan even bothered to go on living 
with me under the same roof. But time, 
they say. heals a lot of wounds. I guess 
that’s true in my case. I had expected 
Duncan to ask for a divorce. was certain 
that this would be the next step. what 
with all the proof he had against me. But 
he was kinder than I deserved. Once his 
anger had subsided. he sat down and 
talked to me—almost like a father would 
to his child. He told me he was not going 
to institute any divorce proceedings. that 
we would go on being man and wife and 
consider the matter closed, if that was 
agreeable with me. 

And that’s the way it’s been ever since. 
Not once has he ever mentioned what he 
found out from Mitzi. and I have never 
asked. We both know, I guess, that any- 
thing that might be said would be better 
to leave unsaid. 

I’ve learned my lesson—and learned it 
well. And if I don’t find all the happiness 
I once thought I was yearning for, at least 
I know that I can never find it with a 
dozen Ed Tuckers. 

Believe me, they aren’t worth it! 


THE END 
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His Life In My Hands 


(Continued from Page 14) 


I whirled on them. “Let me decide that,” 
| fairly shouted. I hurried to the door. 
“Maybe Doctor Simms will take over.” I 
left and went down to the interne’s room. 

Buddy Parker! Who would ever have 
dreamed! Certainly not I. The last time 
I'd seen him he was standing straight and 
tall. immaculately dressed. with a sneer on 
his handsome face. It was in his dressing 
room backstage at the Howard Theatre in 
Washington. 

I was a poorly-dressed medical student 
at Howard University and I had gone there 
It was a small thing 
All I wanted was 
Mollie and 
| were engaged to be married—when I fin- 


to beg for a favor. 
to him. I was certain. 
for him to leave Mollie alone. 


ished med school. We both knew it would 
be a long time. but she was willing to wait 


—until Buddy Parker came along and 
made a play for her. 
“You’ve got plenty of women. Mr. Par- 


ker,” I pleaded. hating myself all the time 
for begging. “Mollie is dazzled by the 
glamor of show business and all that. All 
I'm asking is that you give us a break and 
stop seeing her. After you leave town she'll 
forget about you.” 

He took a cigarette out of a gold case. 
“You’ve got something there. kid.” he said. 
“Out of sight. out of mind. like they say. 

“And you'll do it?” I asked eagerly. 

“No. I think I'll take her with me when 
I leave!” 


” 


That was the first time in my life when 
I thought of murder. But Buddy Parker’s 
bodyguard stepped out of the shadows and 
stood behind his boss’ chair. 
it, kid,” Parker sneered, turning to ex- 
amine his face in the dressing room mirror. 


“Now. beat 


‘T've got to get pretty for the people be- 
fore the next show.” 

Oh, how I would have loved smashing 
that face! But all I could do was leave 
quietly. Sure enough. when Parker left 
town, Mollie was with him. 

I hadn’t seen him since. Oh. I’d read 
in the papers about his fabulous success 
on stage and in night clubs. but not a word 
about Mollie. I had visions of her being 
abandoned somewhere along the way and 
my hate for Parker grew and grew on such 
torturing thoughts. 

Now, he lay dying upstairs. Could I be 
blamed for not wanting to lift a finger for 
him? I was only human. 

I sat smoking. trying to taste the sweei- 
ness of revenge. The phone rang. It was 
Dr. Simms, medical director of the hospital. 
“What’s wrong with you, Baird?” he de- 


“T understand there’s a patient 


Do you mind 


manded. 
there you refuse to treat. 
telling me why?” 

“I’m afraid so. Doctor.” I said. “It’s 
it’s too personal.” 

*A doctor has no personal feelings in a 
case like this.” he reminded me. 

“T’m sorry.” I said bluntly. 

There was a pause on the other end of 
We'll 


I’m coming down there. 


the wire. then. “All right. Baird. 
discuss this later. 
But I’m warning you. If this delay is fatal. 
there'll be hell to pay!” 

I hung up the phone. What did I care 
what happened afterwards. I'd be aveng- 
ing Mollie—wherever she was. 

Susie’s excited voice broke into the si- 
lence of the white-walled cubicle. She was 
calling me. I rushed upstairs and found 
Buddy Parker lying on the table with a 
mess of tubes and bottles lying torn and 
broken on the floor beside him. 

“T was giving him a transfusion for 
shock.” Susie explained. “All of a sudden 
he regained consciousness and ripped down 
the equipment.” 

I turned to Parker. A faint smile flicked 
on his torn face. I wondered if he recog- 
nized me, but there was no sign. “No face, 
Doc.” he mumbled. “Can’t face Mollie like 
this.” 

My heart contracted. “Mollie?” 

“My wife...” 

Frankly, to this day I don’t know why 
I did it. Maybe it was the knowledge that 
he had actually married Mollie and that 
with his face scarred up or not, she would 
Maybe it was the shock 
of seeing him rip away the life-giving 


want him alive. 


transfusion 
kill 


planned to do? 


He was going to 
that what I 


apparatus. 
himself. Yet, wasn’t 

Or perhaps it was Susie’s calm words. 
“T think I know how you feel. 
she said. “You know him, don’t you?” 


Richard.” 


I nodded, realizing this was the first time 
she’d called me by my first name. 

“And this Mollie—you loved her?” She 
didn’t scold. “I know what it is to love 
when it’s hopeless.” 

And suddenly I felt free. 
was lifted from my heart. From my very 


A heavy hand 


soul. I saw the pride and love in Susie’s 
eyes as I quickly gave Buddy Parker an 
injection and said, “Prepare the patient for 
surgery. Nurse Page.” 

“Yes, doctor.” she said. 

“And Susie,” I added, “there’s no such 


THE END 


thing as a hopeless love!” 
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checkup annually and be alert to 
cancer’s seven danger signals: 


1. Unusual bleeding or dis- 
charge. 2. A lump or thicken- 
ing in the breast or elsewhere. 
3. A sore that does not heal. 
4. Change in bowel or bladder 
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The Shame I Couldn’t Hide 


(Continued from Page 20) 


“Oh, Jeanette, Jeanette,” I sobbed, “why 
did it have to happen?” The tears welled 
up in my eyes and overflowed down my 
cheeks and I self-consciously thought about 
how my eyes were going to be all red and 
my make-up ruined. That was the way 
Jeanette looked the day it all began. She 
had been crying, and I was stunned, be- 
cause Jeanette was the last person on earth 
I ever expected to see cry. 

She was coming down the corridor at 
school when I first saw her. She was walk- 
ing fast, her head down, and her books 
clutched tightly to her bosom. 

“Hi,” I called to her, not noticing at first 
that she had been crying. Then all of a 
sudden I saw. “Jeanette! What on earth 
is the matter with you?” 

“Go soak your head,” she snapped. 

“Jeanette!” I wasn’t too surprised at the 
way she spoke to me. Jeanette was like 
that. I mean, she said sharp things with- 
out really meaning to be cruel or anything. 
It was just her way sometimes. 

She started to brush on past me, but I 
grabbed her arm and held her. 

“Let me alone, will you.” she said. 

“No,” I replied stubbornly. “You tell me 
what’s wrong.” 

“Nothing’s wrong.” she said. “Nothing 
that you can do anything about or that I 
can do anything about or that anybody can 
do anything about and who cares anyway.” 

“That’s right.” I said looking at her and 
smiling, “Who cares?” 

Jeanette laughed then, because that was 
always her favorite expression when things 
didn’t go the way she wanted them to. 
“Who cares?” she would say, and shrug 
her shoulders, and that meant that she was 
over and done with it. I guess child psy- 
chologists would call it a “defense mecha- 
nism,” because Jeanette used it a lot. 
Things seldom went the way she wanted. 

“That’s what I get for being born dark 
and on the wrong side of the tracks,” 
Jeanette would say, and I wasn’t really 
sure that I understood her. Jeanette was 
born on the other side of the tracks, all 
right, but then her folk had begun to 
make money and moved out of their shot- 
gun shack by the railroad yards and into 
an apartment near the best section of town. 
And as for being born dark, well, there 
was nothing wrong with it if you could 
come out the way Jeanette did. I mean, she 
had nice hair and pretty features and just 
about the best figure in school. I wished I 
had her looks. 

Jeanette was smiling now, and she looked 
like her old self again, her wide eyes full 
of hard laughter and her lips with a kind 
of cynical curl. When I first met Jeanette. 


I hadn’t liked to see her look like that, by 
after I began to learn the kind of thing, 
she had to go through—well, if she coul 
laugh, no matter how bitter, I was glad tp 
see her do it. 

“Come on,” I said to her now, “let’s go 
across the street to The Shack and have, 
malt and talk about it, okay?” 

“Okay,” she said. “if you’ve got the 
money.” 

“Don’t I always have the money?” | 
laughed. 


FEW MINUTES LATER we were sit. 
*“* ting in The Shack across the street 
from the school campus, and Jeanette was 
telling me how she had just learned that 
she had been blackballed from the Coro. 
nados. which was just about the most elite 
club at school. First of all, you had to 
have at least a B-plus average to be eligi- 
ble. Then the members had to decide if 
you were acceptable socially. Jeanette had 
the grades, all right. She was a straight-A 
student. 

But being socially acceptable was an- 
other thing. She didn’t always wear the 
right clothes. I mean, like when all the 
girls decided to wear white sweaters and 
blue skirts and white and brown saddle 
oxfords, well, Jeanette said she wasn’t go- 
ing to wear them just because everybody 
else was, and she didn’t. This happened 
lots of times when the fad changed. And 
Jeanette didn’t drool over whichever crop 
of boys were currently the ones to be 
drooled over. Like during football season. 
when Billy Jason was first-string quarter: 
back. All the girls were drooling over 
Billy. but Jeanette said Billy was a big, 
muscle-bound idiot who was only made 
quarterback because his father gave a lot 
of money to the school for uniforms and 
athletic equipment. 

This kind of stuff didn’t help make 
Jeanette socially acceptable. 

“It was Zelda Thomas who really pul 
the jinx on me,” Jeanette was saying. _ 
learned that a lot of those witches in the 
Coronados don’t like me, but none of them 
had nerve enough to come right out and 
talk against me in the meeting but Zelda. 
I'll fix her wagon.” 

“But Jeanette, what difference does it 
make? I mean, making threats doesn't 
even sound like you. Why is this one icky 
club so important?” i 

“You wouldn’t understand, Caroline. 
she answered, looking at me with big, cold 
eyes. “You've always had just about every- 
thing you’ve ever wanted. You come from 
the right kind of family. Everybody a 
cepts you. You could walk right into the 
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Coronados tomorrow if you ever got that B 
average of yours up a little. In fact, they 
might even lower the rules for you. 

“But it’s not that way with me, Caroline. 
Nobody has ever really wanted me around 
anywhere. Even my being born was a mis- 
take. I’ve heard my mother say it. She 
hadn’t intended to have any children but 
she and my old man came home drunk 
from a party one night and—well, neither 
of them bothered to make sure everything 
was okay, so the next thing they knew I was 
on the way. That’s the way it happened, 
Caroline, honest to goodness. I heard my 
mother say it. 

“That’s the way it’s always been with 
me. Wherever I was, they took me just 
because I was there and there wasn’t much 
anybody could do about it. But not the 
Coronados, they could do something about 
it. They could vote on me behind closed 
doors and not have to face me. They could 
say, “We don’t want her to be one of us.” 

“Oh, it really doesn’t matter, I suppose. 
But this is my last year in high school, and 
—well, I probably won’t get a chance to 
go to college. It would be nice to really 


belong to something, be wanted, just 
once before I’m gone.” 
“Oh, Jeanette.” I said, and reached 


across the table and clutched her hand. 
| felt like crying for her. 

She must have seen my eyes watering 
up because she said quickly: “Now don’t 
you start bawling. Anyway, who cares?” 

“You care,” I said to her, not wanting 
to joke it off anymore. “You care a lot.” 

“Yeah,” she said, “and just this once 
I'm going to do something about it.” 

“Like what?” I asked. 

“Like hitting Zelda Thomas where it 
hurts,” Jeanette said, a wild light in her 
eyes. “You know who she’s got eyes for? 
Stanley Harris. Sure, she figures to make 
alittle time with him. Well, we'll just have 
to see who makes time with Stanley.” 

I was just sitting there with my mouth 
open. I couldn’t have been more shocked 
if Jeanette had said Jesse James or John 
Dillinger. Stanley Harris’ reputation was 
just about as bad. He had quit school in 
his senior year three or four years before, 
but had hung around The Shack ever since. 
He wore nice clothes and drove a sharp- 
looking car, and some of the kids said he 
was the leader of a gang that rolled drunks 
and robbed small grocery stores and things 
like that. Stanley was the wildest boy in 
town. Everybody knew him, and all the 
sirls knew to stay away from him. 

“How could Zelda possibly be crazy 
about Stanley Harris?” I asked Jeanette 
when I finally managed to get my voice 
hack, 

“Well, they’re both a couple of charac- 
ters in their own way, so why shouldn’t 
they make it together?” 

“Yes, but—but I mean Stanley is older 
and mixed up in so many things and, golly, 
what would Mr. Thomas say if he ever 


found out that Zelda was fooling around 
with a boy like that?” 

“That’s the trouble with you, Caroline,” 
Jeanette said. “You think your folk just 
automatically know everything you do. 
They don’t. There’s lots of things that kids 
do that their folk never find out about.” 

“Okay, maybe so, but fooling around 
with a boy like Stanley Harris, I mean—” 

“Okay, okay,” Jeanette said impatiently. 
“So it sounds like weirdsville, and so it is. 
But the fact remains that Zelda is nuts 
about Stanley, and nothing would crush 
her more than having me waltz off with 
him.” 

“Jeanette, have you lost your mind?” I 
shouted. “Do you mean you’d actually flirt 
with Stanley Harris just to spite Zelda?” 

“T’d do worse than that,” she answered 
menacingly, “if it would make Zelda feel a 
little of what I felt today.” 

“Jeanette! You can’t! I mean, how can 
you handle a boy like Stanley? Suppose 
he gets you off somewhere and starts paw- 
ing all over you. He’s so big and strong 
and experienced, why he might—” 

“That’s just where you come in, friend,” 
Jeanette said. 

“What are you talking about?” I asked. 

“T don’t intend to be alone with Stanley 
if I can help it. That’s where you come in, 
double dates, you know.” 

“Oh, no,” I cried, “not me. I’m not get- 
ting mixed up in any of this. My father 
would skin me alive if he ever thought—” 

“Your father has never laid a hand on 
you and never will,” Jeanette cut in. “You 
come and go as you please, you have your 
own money and live your own life. I should 
have it so good. Look, Caroline, all you’ve 
got to do is get Robert or Danny or one 
of the guys and go along with me when I’m 
with Stanley. Nobody will get hurt.” 

“Oh, you always make everything sound 
so simple,” I said. 


“Good, I’m glad you agree with me,” 
Jeanette said. “Now I can get the ball roll- 
ing.” 


We got up to go out of The Shack and at 
that moment Stanley Harris walked in the 


door. I looked at Jeanette and she looked 
at me. 
“Here goes nothing,” she said and 


walked over to Stanley. 

“HE]I-lo, Stanley,” she said, and her eye- 
lids fluttered gently. Stanley pushed the 
brim of his hat back up on his head, gave 
her a long look, then let go with a little 
low whistle. Jeanette had baited the hook, 
and Stanley had bitten. 


rpuAT EVENING, as we walked up the 
stairs to Jeanette’s place, I told her how 
shamelessly she had acted. 

“That’s the way you have to do it with a 
jerk like Stanley,” she said. He wouldn’t 
understand anything subtle. He’s really 
pretty stupid, you know, or he wouldn’t 
even be fooling around with kids like us 
anyway. Look, I’m seventeen, he’s twenty- 
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one: why doesn’t he grab one of those 
really sharp broads who hang out in those 
clubs around Ninth Street? He’s not bright 
enough, that’s why. So he still hangs 
around school where drips like Zelda 
Thomas are stupid enough to think he’s 
what dreams are made of.” 

“If you dislike him so much, then how 
can you stomach him enough to lead him 
on like this?” I asked. 

“T think of Zelda, and I can stomach 
him.” Jeanette said. 

When we got inside Jeanette’s place, the 
usual battle royal was going on between 
her mother and father. Mr. Anderson was 
complaining about how Mrs, Anderson had 
let the lima beans burn. 

“It looks like you would have sense 
enough to do a little thing like cook beans,” 
he snarled as he dumped the contents of 
his plate into a trash can. 

“They just scorched a little. 
Mrs. Anderson said. 

“Christ! That burnt taste is still in my 
mouth.” Mr. Anderson said, and banged 
open the kitchen cabinet doors and reached 
for a long-necked brown bottle on the shelf. 
He screwed the top off and drank straight 
from the bottle. There was a big gulping 
noise and then an empty sucking sound. 
Mr. Anderson lowered the bottle and looked 
at it strangely. “Did you drink all the 
stuff?” he demanded of Mrs. Anderson. 

“T made a little hi-ball this afternoon, 
Harry.” she said timidly. 

Mr. Anderson hurled the bottle into the 
trash can. letting loose with a stream of 
curses as he did. 

“Harry. the girls are here,” Mrs. Ander- 
son said. noticing Jeanette and me for the 
first time. “Not in front of the girls, 
Harry.” 

“To hell with the girls,” Mr. 
said. and kept right on cursing. 

“Don’t mind us.” Jeanette said airily, 
“we're used to it.” 

“You damn well better be used to it.” 
Mr. Anderson snapped at her. “This is my 
house. and you and your snooty friends 
just remember it.” 

“Harry. that’s no way to talk in front of 
company.” Mrs. Anderson said. 

Mr. Anderson said a dirty word about 
company. 

“That’s okay.” I told Mrs. 
“I’m leaving anyway.” 

Mrs. Anderson must have been a pretty 
woman once. You could still see traces of 
it around her mouth and eyes, but she was 
beginning to get a little fat, and her face 
showed plenty of wear and tear. Too much 
drinking. too much late hours, I guessed. 
Still. she must have been pretty once. 

She was kind of pitiful now, having two 
moods: one time she would be afraid and 
apologetic and cringing from Mr. Ander- 
son, like now, and another time she would 
be as bad as he was, cursing and violent. 
Either way. the two of them managed to 
make it pretty miserable for poor Jeanette. 


Harry,” 


Anderson 


Anderson. 


“Why don’t you come over to my house 
for a little while.” I whispered now to 
Jeanette. 

“I might as well,” she told me. “It looks 
like it’s going to be another tense evening 
around here.” 

“And just where do you think you're 
going, Miss Smarty Pants?” Mr. Ander. 
son demanded of Jeanette. “You think 
you're just gonna’ breeze right in and 
breeze right out?” 

“Harry. let the girls alone.” Mrs. Ander. 
son pleaded, and that started off another 
good argument between the two of them, 
Jeanette and I sneaked out of the house, 


N Y MOTHER'S voice, round, clear and 

bell-like. came floating through the 
door of my bedroom: “Caroline! Caroline, 
you'd better get up. Breakfast is almost 
ready.” 

“Thanks. Mama.” I called back. 

“You and Jeanette were up pretty late 
last night. weren’t you dear? What time 
did you get home?” she said, sticking her 
head in the door. 

“We had an awful lot of studying to do.” 
I lied. “There’s an exam coming up.” 

“Oh.” she said. “Well, hurry along now. 
I’ve fixed a good Saturday morning break- 
fast: wheat cakes. sausages, potatoes, 
orange juice. Just what you like.” 

“Okay. Mama.” I said. and she left. 

I crawled out of bed and headed for the 
bathroom and my toothbrush. I hated ly- 
ing to Mama like that. Jeanette and | 
hadn’t been studying at all the night be. 
fore. Instead. we had gone joy-riding with 
Stanley Harris. I hadn’t had any difficulty 
getting Robert Stillman to go along. He 
was always trying to date me. Robert 
wasn’t bad really, it was just that he wasn’t 
really good-looking and he had a lot of 
pimples and he was always studying some- 
thing or other real serious. When he didn’t 
have his head buried in his schoolbooks. 
he was in the music room practicing with 
all the drums. or else he was fooling around 
with a camera. Everything he did, he did 
hard. I had really wanted Danny Kinm- 
brough to go along with Stanley and Jean- 
ette and me, but after all, a girl can only 
hint so hard, and when Danny didn’t take 
the hint. I turned to Robert. He got the 
message. 

We rode around for a while and then 
stopped at a sandwich stand and got 
cheeseburgers and Cokes and then rode 
around some more. It was all pretty harn- 
less really. Stanley got a little fresh a 
couple of times, but Jeanette handled him 
nicely. Besides. Robert didn’t give Stanley 
much support. Robert wasn’t that kind of 
boy. 

Stanley wanted to end up going to a late 
drive-in movie, but Jeanette told him no. 
perhaps the next night. 

That was the way the evening had gone. 
and actually I was a little surprised at 
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some of the little childish things that Stan- 
ley said and did. I mean, well, as old as 
he was. I kind of expected him to be a 
little—sophisticated. But he wasn’t nearly 
as cool as Robert. 

“Look.” I told Jeanette when I talked 
to her later that day on the phone, “I just 
don’t see why you want to fool around with 
that guy.” 

“How many ways can I say Zelda Thom- 
as.” Jeanette sighed impatiently. 

“Okay. so you make a big play for him 
and win, who knows about it besides you 
and Zelda, so what does that get you?” 

“Everybody knows Zelda is nuts on Stan- 
ley,” Jeanette explained. “All I’ve got to 
do is show up at the spring prom with him 
next week and everybody will pick up on 
what’s happening.” 

“Lots of luck,” I told her. “You’re going 
to need it.” 

“You’re my luck,” she said. “My li’l ole 
insurance.” 

“What makes you so sure Stanley is 
going to want to take you to the prom?” | 
asked, 

“Look, Caroline. a guy like that is just 
interested in one thing as far as a girl is 
concerned, and if he thinks he’s going to 
get it, he’ll do most anything. I figure I 
can keep him interested until next Friday 
night.” 

I kind of shuddered. hearing Jeanette 
talk like that. I wasn’t sure how she 
learned all those kind of things. but I guess 
it’s like they say. some kids just mature 
faster and learn about life a little earlier 
than others. 

That night, the four of us—Jeanette, 
Stanley, Robert and myself—went to a 
drive-in movie. I lied to my mother again, 
telling her that I was going over to Jean- 
ette’s to study. I knew she would never call 
to check up on me. It would have been 
okay for me to tell her I was going out 
with Robert, but I was afraid that if any 
of the truth got out. she might find out all 
of it. She and my father both knew about 
Stanley Harris, just like everybody else in 
town, and she would have just about died 
if she had known I was even double-dating 
with somebody like that. 

After we got to the drive-in, I was aw- 
fully glad that Robert was there. because 
Stanley really got hard to handle. 

“What are you, a cousin to an octopus?” 
Jeanette demanded finally. 

“Yeah,” Stanley said. making a face and 
poising his hands clawlike in the air. “I’m 
the monster from up out of the deep.” 
Then he laughed real silly. 

“Who’s for having a little drink?” 
Stanley said suddenly, opening the car 
pocket and pulling out a flask. I looked at 
Jeanette with alarm, and she glanced at 
me for just a moment. 

“Nobody’s for having a little drink,” 
Jeanette said, gently taking the flask from 
his hand and putting it back into the car 
pocket. 
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‘Oh yes somebody is,” Stanley persisted, 
iking it out again. “I am, even if you’re 
not. You want one, Caroline?” 

No, thank you,” I said nervously. 
‘How about your grandma back there?” 
said laughingly, meaning Robert. 
“T don’t drink,” Robert said. 
“T don’t drink anymore either,” Stanley 

iid, pouring the brown liquid from the 
flask into a paper cup. “Of course, I don’t 
lrink any less, but I don’t drink any more.” 
Then he laughed loud and long before 
lowning all of the whiskey from the paper 
cup in a single series of gulps. 

Stanley carried on like that for about an 
hour, taking a drink every now and then. 
[ was getting worried, because I knew he 
yasn’t going to be the soberest driver on 
the road when we started home. And he 
began insisting that Jeanette kiss him and 
kept leaning his head over on her shoulder. 

“Stanley, look at the picture,” Jeanette 

1id when he started pawing. 

‘Who comes to drive-ins to look at pic- 
tures?” he cracked. 

Pretty soon he got so bad that I sug- 
ested that we leave. 

“Good idea,” Stanley mumbled. 
ill go up to Rock Gardens.” 

The Rock Gardens was a spot that had 
become a sort of lovers’ retreat in recent 
months, and I had heard a lot of tales about 

hat kids did when they drove up there. 

“I’ve got to get home,” I said quickly. 

That started an argument, because Stan- 
ley didn’t want me to go, and then he said 
okay, but he didn’t want to take Jeanette 
home then. He wanted to drop Robert and 
me and go back to Rock Gardens. 

“T can’t go home without Jeanette,” I 


id 


“Les’ 


SUCCEED 


“What are you, her keeper or some- 
thin’?” Stanley said angrily to Jeanette. 

“She’s right, I have to go in with her,’ 
Jeanette said, taking the cue. 

Stanley leaned over to Jeanette then, and 
began whispering and fooling around and 
I didn’t know what he was saying. 

“Stop it, Stanley!” Jeanette said sud- 
denly. 


> 


“Okay, okay, okay,” Stanley snapped, 


then started up the motor. 

As he sped the car back to town, Robert 
whispered to me: “Maybe it’s none of my 
business. but how did you and Jeanette 
get mixed up with a guy like Stanley?” 

“Tt’s a long story, chum,” I said. “May- 
be one day you'll understand.” 

During the ride back to town, Stanley 
and Jeanette seemed to be arguing about 
something, but they kept their voices pretty 
low. But it was past midnight, and I was 
more concerned about getting home than 
I was about what the two of them were 
talking about. 

We let Robert out first after Jeanette and 
I explained that we were both supposed 
to be at each other’s houses studying. Then 
Jeanette and I got out a block from my 
house. Stanley seemed to be pretty upset 
about Jeanette leaving him, so he just 
grunted “Goodnight” to me and roared off 
down the street. 

“Come on,” Jeanette said, “I'll walk with 
you to your place and help you get in. My 
folks are out anyway and probably won’t 
make it home until broad daylight.” 

“Jeanette,” I said, “maybe fooling 
around with Stanley isn’t such a good idea. 
He acts kind of childish and has a mean 
temper. I could tell tonight. I didn’t like 
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the look in his eyes when we got out of th 
car. Why don’t you forget him?” 

“Yeah, he sort of gives me the creep,’ 
Jeanette admitted, “but I probably won) 
go out with him anymore until prom nigh 
anyway. That’ll fix Zelda’s goose and the 
I can forget it.” 


“Good,” I said. We had reached my \ 


house now, and it was all dark inside 
“TI think my folks are in bed,” I said. “T'y 
got my key, so I'll just sneak on in.” 

“Okay.” Jeanette said. It was only , 
couple of blocks back to her place. 

“See you tomorrow,” she said. 

“Okay,” I said, then turned my key ip 
the lock and went inside. I was glad m 
parents were asleep. I wouldn’t have to lic 
tonight about how hard Jeanette and I had 
been studying. 

I was awake a long time that night, and 
even when I went to sleep, I could still see 
Stanley’s face before me, leering. a trickle 
of brown whiskey running down the side of 
his mouth. I didn’t sleep well at all. 


VIOLENT shaking sensation and the 

sound of my name brought me to an 
abrupt awakening early that Sunday morn. 
ing. 

“Caroline! Caroline!” 

It was my mother. 

“Caroline! Were you at Jeanette’s house 
last night?” she asked, and I could see a 
look of horror and anguish on her face. 

“Why y-yes, Mama,” I lied nervously a 
I sat up in bed, thoroughly frightened. 

“Caroline, Jeanette is dead!” 

I clutched for the sides of the bed, for 
something to hold to, but it wasn’t there. 
I slipped back down against the pillow. 
crying weakly: “No, no!” 

“They found her body out in Rock Gar. 
dens. Oh, my baby, my baby!” Mama 
sobbed, throwing her arms around me and 
pressing me to her. 

It was only a moment before my own 
tears came, violent and uncontrollable. | 
must have gone into some sort of shock 
after that, because I was aware of Mama 
and Daddy asking me a lot of questions. 
but I couldn’t answer any of them. I jus 
sat there, whimpering, trying to picture 
Jeanette alive and happy, but I couldn’ 
see her. There was only a big blur in front 
of my eyes. All that day and night the blur 
remained, and only now and then did the 
words that Mama was saying slip through 
and register on my brain, ever so slightly. 
Some kids out driving at Rock Gardens 
had heard a commotion and a girl scream. 
A little while later they heard a car drive 
off, and then they discovered Jeanette, ly- 
ing in a ditch on the side of the road. She 
had been strangled. 

“How could it happen? How could it?’ 
These were the only words I uttered. 

It was Monday morning before things 
began to clear in my mind, and the first 
thing I understood was that I would be 
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questioned by police. After all, as far as 
anyone knew, I had been the last person— 
except her killer—to see Jeanette alive. My 
mother had told them I was at Jeanette’s 
house, studying until way past midnight. 

And I would lie again. I would tell the 
police just what I told my folks, that I 
was there studying. After all, Jeanette’s 
mother and father had been away from 
home that night. If I just stuck to my 
story, no one would know. 

Then. at the police station. I saw Robert, 
and I realized then that my whole story 
would come tumbling down. I would be 
branded a liar, and everybody would know 
that Jeanette and I had been fooling 
around with a boy like Stanley. 

Stanley Harris! That was the face that 
had blurred my thoughts the day before. 
It was Stanley who did it. It had to be 
Stanley. He had wanted us to go to Rock 
Gardens. He had become angry with Jean- 
ette. Why couldn’t he have driven off and 
then come back to pick Jeanette up before 
she got home, maybe offer to drive her 
there. She would have gotten in the car 
with him. Jeanette wasn’t afraid, she 
wanted to get back at Zelda Thomas bad 
enough to do almost anything to keep Stan- 
ley interested in her until the spring prom. 
If she had gotten back into the car with 
Stanley, he could have driven off fast with- 
out giving her a chance to get out. Then, 
at the Rock Gardens, if she hadn’t done 
what he wanted her to. Stanley might 
have— 

Or maybe it wasn’t Stanley, but if the 
police knew everything, they could make 
sure whether he did it or not. 

I looked at the faces of my bewildered 
parents, and realized how old they had 
suddenly become. I had failed them. Yes, 
I had. I had lied to them when they had 
placed trust in me. 

And I had failed Jeanette. I had wanted 
to help her. but instead of showing her 
how wrong she was to try to get revenge 
against Zelda. I had helped her do a wrong 
thing, and in the end it had cost her life. 

I looked at Robert now, sitting across the 
room from me. He had only spoken when 
| came in, and had taken my hand for just 
amoment. He would tell the police all he 
knew. Robert was good and strong and 
truthful. But it was not up to Robert to 
have to tell them. I knew more about it 
than he did. I had failed Jeanette and my 
folks, but now I wouldn’t fail Robert. I 
would tell it all. And when I was through, 
they would have their killer, I was pretty 
sure, 

Of course, everybody in town would know 
about me. There was no way I could tell 
them I wasn’t just a wild girl out with a 
boy like Stanley. No, I would have to face 
the shame. 

And Mama and Daddy; could they ever 
(rust me again? Maybe they could. May- 


be—a long time from now THE END 
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| Bargained For Happiness 


(Continued from Page 31) 


though we needed the money and I 
didn’t have enough to do; his unjust sus- 
picions and accusations every time a man 

the street looked at me; his refusing 
to let me wear some of my prettiest dresses 
except just in the house, just for him, be- 
1use “no other man has the right to see 
ou like that.” 

Once. the first time he said it, I gasped, 
‘Like what?” 

So beautiful—so 
thickly. 

‘There’s nothing indecent about this 
dress.” I protested. “You make it sound 
like I wanted to go to the store without 
anything on.” He looked at me as if I’d 
lapped him. For a minute I thought he 

going to cry. 

[f you loved me, Trudy, like I love you, 

wouldn’t want another man to touch 

even in his thoughts.” 

[ turned away. vaguely embarrassed, 

iely troubled, but too anxious to push 


desirable,” he said 


way 
Sometimes Vince did cry—at night when 
were in bed. He’d say, “I’m so afraid 
won't always love me, Trudy. I couldn’t 
cit” 
Foo! that I was. I was only flattered and 
hed. I’d throw my arms around him 
| hold him tight and promise, “I'll al- 
love you, darling.” I didn’t notice 


t no matter what I did or said he never 
med really satisfied. 
Once when I woke up in the morning, I 


nd him erying. He said he’d had a bad 
lream: I ran off with another man, and he 
nt after us and killed me. And then he 


wanted to die, too. A little pang of guilt 
flooded through me because he loved me 
so much and because I began to be afraid 
that maybe I didn’t love him enough. / 
never worried like that. But of course I 
didn’t tell him. I let him hold me and love 
me until he felt better. 

And there were the headaches—they 
didn’t come often, but when they did he 
had such pain he could hardly see. He 
wouldn’t go to a doctor. He said he’d had 
them ever since the war, and the doctors 
couldn’t do anything. 

I did understand that Vince suffered, 
and I got so I’d sneak out early in the day 
for a walk or to window shop or just to sit 
in the park, and not tell him about it. I 
was bored. But if I told him he’d be hurt, 
because he’d think he wasn’t enough for 
me. 


Bit ONE AFTERNOON he came storm- 

ing in. “Where did you go?” he de- 
manded, grabbing my shoulders. “Who are 
you seeing behind my back?” 

I stared at him, stunned. “No one,” I 
gasped. “What are you talking about?” 
I tried to shrug out of his grasp, but he 
began to shake me. 

“You’re lying.” he said. “You didn’t 
answer the phone this morning. I asked 
Billy just now—he said he saw you go out 
—you were gone three hours.” He was 
breathing hard and fast. He looked scared. 
It was so silly. I told him I’d gone for a 
walk. “I get pretty sick of these four walls. 
you know.” I said defiantly. 

He let me go abruptly. “You don’t love 


TG 


She made a mistake, 
then lived a lie. 

And the lie spread 
and grew larger until 
finally it affected 
everything she touched 
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me, do you? You're sick of me. You want 
to be free, don’t you?” 

I couldn’t bear the desolated look on his 
face. I rushed into his arms. “You know 
that isn’t true.” I whispered. 

He held me close. “It’s because I love 
you so much,” he groaned. And I let my. 
self be pulled into the bedroom. 

That was the way our arguments always 


ended—with me being sorry for him and | 


remembering the good things. Like being 
in his arms and feeling his lips on mine, 
feeling my own answer to his desire. Never 
being really alone. not even when he was 
at work. because I knew he was thinking 
of me. No, I didn’t want to be free and 
alone. So after that night I was even more 
careful not to give him any cause to doubt 
me. | kept telling myself that as time went 
on Vince would learn to trust my love, he'd 
be sure. and later on we'd have friends and 
fun and do things outside our own narrow 
little world. Like other couples did. 

But the more I humored him, the worse 
he got. He didn’t even want me to go to 
the grocery store. He’d bring the groceries; 
he ran a thousand little errands for me. 
He was always willing to do anything so 
long as it kept me in our tiny apartment. 
I was like a prisoner. It sounds crazy now 
to say I didn’t know Vince was insane, 
Dangerously psychotic. Dr. Dillon said 
later. but I didn’t know. In spite of every- 
thing I didn’t know Vince was that mixed 
up. that our life together was that wrong. 
I didn’t know until the night he slapped 
me—that was when the real nightmare be- 
gan. 

It was such a little thing that started it. 
But it was the way everything added up, 
like Vince phoning to say he’d be late, he 
had some collections to make. and then get- 
ting such a blinding headache he had to 
come home after all. If only Mr. Peterson 
hadn’t happened to be over at just that mo- 
ment. He lived in the apartment across the 
hall from us. If only his phone hadn’t gone 
dead so he’d had to report it on ours. Or 
if he hadn’t been young and good-looking 
and friendly. It seemed so trivial. so harm 
less. standing there in our living room talk- 
ing for a minute about how his wife’ 
mother was coming for a visit and they 
didn’t know where they were going to put 
her. 

That was when Vince walked in. And 
even before he noticed Mr. Peterson, | 
could see he had one of his headaches. 
When he saw him. his face seemed to get 
pinched. His voice was low and deadly, 
“Get out.” Mr. Peterson must have been 
afraid—he almost ran out. I stood there, 
too mad to be scared or worried. 

“You're impossible,” I said. Then ! 
rushed into the kitchen. I’d been boiling 
potatoes. I was just reaching for the har 
dle to take them off when Vince came it. 

“You're in love with him,” he accused. 

I looked at him. His eyes were glassy. 
He looked so strange. For a minute I a 
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I was so sick of having 
“You must 


most hated him. 
to explain every little thing. 
be crazy,” I said coldly. 
Faster than I can tell it his hand shot 
out and slapped me a stinging blow across 
the face. I reeled and, not thinking, 
clutched onto the handle of the pan. Then 
I fell, and the potatoes and the boiling 
water splashed all over my face. I must 
have screamed—again and again. I could 
hear it. Over the edge of the black, searing 
raw agony I was aware of Vince crying out. 
The words must have registered deep down 
somewhere because I remembered them 
afterwards—“I didn’t mean to hurt you, 
Trudy. Don’t tell them what I did. They'll 
send me back to the hospital—and I didn’t 
I love you—love you. . . .” I re- 
membered afterwards, but at the time I 
only of the fire eating 
And then I wasn’t con- 


mean it. 


was conscious 
through my flesh. 
scious of anything. 


WAS ON MY BED when I came swim- 

ming back into the fire. A man was 
bending over me. Vince’s voice came from 
far away. “She must have slipped, Doc—” 
his voice broke, and the doctor said, “Hand 
me that jar. son.” I felt like my face was 
gone, and the place where it had been was 
The doctor looked at 
In a 


torture. I moaned. 
me, and I felt a prick in my arm. 
second I was gone again. 

For days I kept coming in and out of 
the world. I’d see flashes of Vince—drawn, 
old, different somehow. But he was there, 
and I held on. And finally I came back to 
stay. The doctor kept coming and chang- 
ing the dressing on my face—and giving 
me pain-killing shots. In between his visits, 
Vince took care of me. He said the com- 
pany had given him his next summer’s va- 
cation ahead of time. Outside of that he 
hardly said anything. And I couldn’t talk. 
It hurt to open my mouth. 

Finally the pain dulled, and there were 
minutes and even hours when I could for- 
get about it. But, hideous as it was, none 
of it at any time compared with the differ- 
ent kind of pain that came when I saw my 
face in the mirror. There was only the one 
time I looked, but it didn’t make any differ- 
ence. | kept remembering what I’d seen— 
my mouth pulled up on one side, my eye 
pulled down, the great ugly, livid, puck- 
ered scar in between. I looked grotesque. 
My misery went so deep I didn’t even have 
any tears for it. It went so deep I wasn’t 
éven aware of the change in Vince; how 
rarely he spoke to me, how he never looked 
right at me. 

Once he said, “The doc said it won’t be 
80 bad later . . .” 

I looked at him. But I didn’t see him. 
All I saw was my own poor face. “Why 
can’t they fix it,” I cried, “like it was?” 
I'd been afraid to ask for so long. It was 
all the hope I had. 

Vince looked down at the floor. “If I 
had the money—it would take thousands 
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of dollars, Trudy. I’d never have enough.” 

I started to say we could both work. but 
the words never came. How could I go 
anywhere the way I was? It was gone 
forever—the only thing I’d ever had. My 
pretty face! 

We moved along through the days and 
nights in a fog of despair, each of us alone 
in our own private little hell. But I didn’t 
think about how it must have been for 
Vince until the night he said he was leay. 
ing me. 

He didn’t even look at me when he said 
that. “It isn’t because you aren’t—because 
—” He stood up and turned his back to 
me. “Every time I look at you I know | 
did it. And I can’t stand hating myself all 
the time. I have to go away where I won't 
He turned then, and did look 
at me. His face was ravaged. “Besides. 
Trudy, it’s the only way I can help you.” 

Icy cold terror prickled all over me. 
“You can’t leave me.” I cried. “It’s your 
fault. The least you can do now—” 

He grabbed my arms, and I recoiled at 
his touch. He pushed me down on the sofa 
and stood over me. “If you’ll just listen.” 
he muttered. “It’s for your sake, too.” 

At first I couldn’t listen. I was too 
scared. I couldn’t stop him, couldn’t keep 
him. But I couldn’t be alone again either. 
not the way I was now. His voice seemed 
to go on and on, but I was too busy strug- 
gling against hysteria. Then something he 
said reached through to me. 

“Then you can get your face fixed like 
it was,” he’d said. Something like hope 
flickered in me. 

“What did you say?” I whispered. 

His voice was impatient. “Haven't you 
been listening? I said you could use that 
G.I. insurance. Ill fake a suicide. I'll see 
that they never find me.” 

The flicker of hope died. and there was 
only the shock at such a dishonest plan. 
But, horrified, I kept listening. 

“T'll mail this letter, see?” he was say- 
ing. “Something about how I’m going to 
jump over the bridge at Wacker Drive. 
That way it won’t seem so funny when they 
don’t find a body. It could be carried out 
to the lake and—” He shrugged. “When 
you get the letter, take it to the police 
right away. And Trudy,” his eyes strayed 
to the window, and he got up. “if they 
never find me, it won’t matter whether they 
believe it or not—they’ll have to pay you 
the dough in seven years.” 

“Seven years?” I gasped. 
supposed to live for seven years?” 

“Tr’ll take that long before I'll be de- 
clared legally dead,” he said flatly. He 
didn’t tell me how I was supposed to live. 

“It’s like stealing,” I cried helplessly. 
“Now you want to make a criminal out of 
me.” 

He didn’t ignore that. “It’s mine, isn’t 
it?” His voice was suddenly furious. 
“They'd have to pay it sometime, wouldn't 
they? How’s it hurt them to pay it before 
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[die instead of after? Besides you think 
the government can’t afford it?” 

But I couldn’t do it. It was lying and 
cheating and you could go to jail for some- 
thing like that. I'd never done anything 
against the law before. It was up to Vince 
to take care of me—whether he loved me 
anymore or not. “I’m your wife,” I sobbed. 
“You have to take care of me. You can’t 
leave me. It isn’t fair.” I buried my face 
in my hands—it hurt to cry. 

I felt his hands on my shoulders, but 
his voice sounded far away. “Think it over, 
Trudy. This way you'll be able to get your- 
self a decent guy—after . . .” His hands 
dropped. and his voice got even farther 
away. “I’m going out for cigarettes.” 

I heard the door close. I sat there a few 
minutes, not thinking at all, just feeling 
so tired. Finally I got up and went to bed. 
I must have gone right to sleep. When I 
woke up the next morning, Vince wasn’t 
there. He hadn’t been in the bed. Sudden- 
ly I knew he’d gone for good. Just like 
that! I got out of bed, hoping against hope. 
When I saw the little pile of crumpled 
bills on the kitchen table, I couldn’t hope 
at all. He’d gone. 

I sank down on the chair and cried and 
cried. My whole head and face throbbed 
with séaring pain. My hate for Vince was 
like a lump of lead in my chest. That hurt 
too. It was the end of everything. I'd 
done exactly what my mother had done— 
thrown away my chance on the wrong man. 
Only she’d died. I was still alive, and 
somehow I was going to have to go on. I 
didn’t know how. 

By the time Vince’s ‘suicide note’ arrived 
the next day, I’d stopped crying. And I’d 
faced two things—you don’t die just be- 
cause you want to. ... And as long as 
you are alive vou have to cling to some- 
thing. Good or bad, right or wrong—you 
have to have some kind of a hope. Vince’s 
words kept echoing back: You can have 
your face fixed . . . you can find another 
guy, a decent one . . . why shouldn’t they 
pay it now, instead of later when I’m dead 
... they have to pay it sometime. . . . 

It was my only chance, the only grain 
of hope. I had to reach for it. Right and 
wrong didn’t seem important anymore. 
Even the chance I’d be taking, maybe go to 
jail, be disgraced. I had nothing else. I 
had to take this only thing I had left: 
Vince’s grim plan to steal money. Even if 
that hope was seven years away, I had to 
hang onto it. . 


THOSE NEXT seven years were an eter- 

nity. Looking back now, I can only 
wonder how I lived through them. I just 
did what I had to, never daring to look very 
far ahead. That first day I phoned the 
Police, like Vince had told me to. They 
came, and when they read the letter, they 
looked at me pityingly—and then at each 
other. “Maybe he just took off, lady,” one 
of them said grimly. “But we’ll find him.” 


I prayed they wouldn’t. By now I didn’t 
want Vince anymore. I only wanted that 
money. 

It took me two weeks to get up the cour- 
age to go to the Veterans’ Administration 
to put in my claim for the insurance. It 
was the first time I’d gone out in the day- 
time. People stared. Some looked pitying 
and some looked sick. The lady I sat next 
to on the bus moved to another seat. It 
did a lot of things to me. and one of them 
was it rubbed out any last shred of con- 
science I had about the dishonest thing I 
was doing. . . . It didn’t take long—every- 
one I talked to was anxious to get away 
from me. They said I could collect as soon 
as the body was recovered and identified. 

“What if they don’t ever find it?” I 
asked. 

“Tf the body’s never found,” one of them 
said. “it'll be seven years before he'll be 
considered dead.” 

That was what Vince had said. I left 
without another word. I’d done all I could 
then. 

My money ran out frighteningly fast. 
and I knew Id have to get a job. One night 
I buried my pride and went to a little cafe 
down the street to ask for a job. I went 
there because the man who ran it had of- 
fered me a job after I quit the dairy com- 
pany. 

He didn’t meet my eyes—no one ever 
did anymore. “Look, kid.” he said, “I’m 
sorry about what happened to you, but you 
oughta know I couldn’t have a waitress 
like—” His words trailed off, and his face 
turned a deep red. 

I hated him, and I wanted to get out. 
But I had to have work. “In the kitchen 
maybe,” I said. 

Some customers came in, and he looked 
flustered. He took my arm and eased me 
toward the door. “I got all the help I 
need now. kid.” He pressed something into 
my hand and urged me outside. Out on 
the sidewalk I saw it was a ten dollar bill. 
I wanted to throw it in his face. but I 
didn’t. It wouldn’t change anything, and 
I needed it. 

I must have tried for a hundred jobs. 
By the time I did finally get one—washing 
dishes and cooking in a small, cheap lunch 
counter, I'd grown a hard, tough shell 
around my heart. I'd got so nothing really 
touched me anymore. I knew I was hired 
only because they figured I’d work harder 
than anybody else—because most people 
wouldn’t have me. But I was past caring 
what anybody thought. My one aim was 
to exist for seven years. 

I did work hard—and long. I liked get- 
ting home late and so tired I couldn’t 
think; so tired I fell asleep the minute I 
got into bed. And somehow I managed. I 
didn’t buy clothes or anything else. I man- 
aged to keep up the rent and the furniture 
payments—and the insurance premiums. I 
even hoarded ahead for them. When I had 
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me to read, I read medical journals. I 
earned a lot about plastic surgery, and I 
ew my face could be fixed—when I had 
the money! I came and went through the 
eks and months and years in a numb 
kind of vacuum of waiting. Sometimes 
vhen it seemed like I couldn’t last it out, 
['d try to pray. Don’t let anything go 
ng, God. Don’t let them find Vince. 
Help me live until I get the money... . 
But it never helped me. I never felt com- 
ted. Once I even went to church. But 
e only thing I heard in the whole sermon 
“Ask, and it shall be given unto 


TMHAT WAS HOW those seven years 
went, gray. dull, monotonous—one day 

I checked off the months like 
would if you were serving a prison 
And what was the difference? 
[hen suddenly toward the last few months, 
[ dared to begin to look ahead. I began 
» think about actually having ten thousand 
It seemed like a million to me. 
ometimes I’d tremble with the thought of 
iving so much money all at one time. 
en after all the surgery was paid for, 
hospitalization, everything I’d need to 
whole again, there’d be so much left. 

[ began looking in shop windows again. 
| began to be tinglingly aware of the new 
tyles. I even browsed through travel fold- 
thinking about a trip maybe—a whole, 

| new start with the chance to meet 

ich, important man. I was twenty-five. 

is still young, slim. Except for my mu- 
lated face I was the same. Only smarter 


a time. 


itence. 


lollars. 


PUNULULNANAAE 





What happens when the 
volcanic emotions 

of love and jealousy 
erupt in fiery violence? 


now, I reminded myself grimly. But even 
then, even when there was only a month 
to go, I was never really sure. In my 
heart I never quite believed I could really 
have it. 

Sometimes during that last month I'd 
wake up in the middle of the night. covered 
with perspiration. breathless with fear. I 
don’t know if those times were a premoni- 
tion of the awful thing that was to happen 
—or if it was the torment of a guilty con- 
science. I only know that everything did 
go wrong. 

It began when Vince came back—eight 
days before I was to pick up my check. 
I’d been sound asleep. I don’t know what 
roused me. I heard the bleak sound of rain 
on the roof and I opened my eyes. It was 
still dark outside. but from the faint light 
from the street lamp I saw Vince’s face 
looming over me. Thin. haggard. unshaven 
—it was like the devil. I tried to scream, 
but no sound came. 

“Don’t yell, Trudy.” he 
hoarsely. “Don’t be scared.” 

I still kept trying. and his hand came 
over my mouth. “No one knows I’m alive.” 
He said it fast “It'll go through okay.” He 
ran his tongue over his lips and his eyes 
darted around nervously. “It’s just I’ve 
gotta have some of that dough. Trudy.” 

I pushed his hand away and sat up and 
stared. He was like a stranger I’d seen 
once a long. long time ago. I couldn’t even 
hate him anymore. I didn’t know him. He 
had nothing to do with me or my money. 
The money! Suddenly the full impact of 
his coming back hit me full force. 
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“It’s my money,” I cried. “I’ve earned 
it.” My voice fell to a frenzied whisper, 
“Oh, why didn’t you die?” 

He began shaking me, making me listen, 
He was in trouble, and he had to get to 
Mexico. He had to have some money, 
He’d been back for several days. hiding 
out, waiting for me to get the money. Only 
tonight he’d got worried I mightn’t still be 
here or I mightn’t have gone ahead with it. 
so he’d sneaked in to make sure. Because 
he had to have half of it. “You’ll still have 
enough for what you need, Trudy.” 

He was back. He hadn’t kept his word, 
Now he was offering me half. Me. who'd 
told the lie, who’d kept up the payments— 
me, who’d walked in hell for seven years, 
All because I'd once loved and trusted this 
evil stranger. 

I stared at him, wordlessly. feeling like 
a trapped animal. His face was so tight 
and frozen, his voice harsh. “It boils down 
to this, Trudy. Either you split and do like 
I tell you—or there won’t be anything for 
anybody.” 

I lay back and closed my eyes. I hadn't 
any choice at all. I’d still have enough for 
the surgery. And once I had that done. 
nobody—no matter if they did find Vince 
was alive—could take that away from me. 
That was all that mattered. 

“T want a thousand in fives and tens.” 
he told me. “The rest in hundreds.” He 
told me how to wrap it and where to take 
it: Locker 213 at the Illinois Central sta- 
tion. He left a little key. “You get it a 
week from tomorrow—Thursday. I want 
that cash in that locker by noon Friday. 
If it isn’t there—” He didn’t finish. He 
didn’t have to. 


E LEFT as silently as he’d come. It 

was almost like a bad dream, unreal, 
eerie. But the little locker key was there. 
I picked it up. and I seemed to hear all 
over again everything he’d said. A chill 
ran through me. He was in trouble. He 
had to get to Mexico. I tried to think about 
it—it had nothing to do with me. But try- 
ing to stop the questions, the awful possi- 
bilities was like swimming through mud. 
Finally I got out of bed, put on my robe, 
and went into the kitchen. I spent the rest 
of that night drinking coffee and making 
new plans. I’d do what Vince wanted me 
to. Then I’d take my half and go to New 
York. I’d change my name. I’d find a good 
doctor there. And I’d never come back 
to Chicago. Vince could never find me 
again. As far as I was concerned he 
would be dead. 

I didn’t go back to work again. I spent 
the rest of the week getting ready to leave 
the minute I could—leave without a trace. 
Afterwards, when it was all over. I real- 
ized that underneath everything I did and 
planned that week there was still the hope- 
less knowing that somehow I wasn't going 
to get the money. But I kept trying. hoping, 
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pretending. Even when it did happen—the 
vague, nameless thing I'd somehow known 
had to happen—I kept struggling against 
it, the way a snake keeps wriggling even 
after it’s dead. 

It was a small unimportant item in the 
newspaper. I’d just picked up the check, 
and I'd bought the paper to read on the 
hus on my way to the bank. It was about 
a three-month-old murder in Oklahoma. I 
vaguely recalled reading about it at the 
time. how the girl had been engaged to 
marry this fellow, George Renwick; how 
his jealous tantrums had finally caused her 
father to order her to break off with him; 
how he’d let her go out with him one last 
time to tell him; but she hadn’t come back. 
Her body had been found the next day in 
Lovers’ Lane. She’d been strangled. George 
Renwick had disappeared. I remembered 
the old story because of the picture of the 
cirl’s father. He blamed himself. I re- 
member when I saw the picture how I 
thought no one should ever take a picture 
of aman crying like that. Now it had come 
up again because it was believed this 
George Renwick was in the Chicago area. 
Chicago police were on the look-out. 

I can’t tell you why I knew it had to be 
Vince. As I told myself a thousand times, 
there were millions of slight. good-looking 
men around thirty years old. Jealousy was 
always causing murders. Chicago was a 
big city. Besides this man’s name was 
George Renwick. But it wasn’t any good. 
I knew this was the trouble Vince was in— 
this was why he had to have that money. 

I left the paper on the seat and got off 
at the bank. I went through all the mo- 
tions. I got my half in Travelers’ Checks. 
I got Vince’s in cash, like he’d wanted it, 
and stuffed it in my bag. 

I thought. /f J] hadn’t happened to see this 
paper, | wouldn’t have known. And the 
girl was dead, wasn’t she? How could I 
give up everything that meant life to me 
just to “see justice done.” Such cold. 
empty words when it meant your life. Be- 
sides. who’d ever worried about me? Who 
ever cared about my getting any justice? 

When I got home I wrapped up the 
money—Vince’s share—and took it down 
to the station. I did everything he told me 
to. It was late Thursday, though. I’d be 
on the train before he got it. I’d never 
have to see him again. 

Back home, I packed the rest of the few 
things I was taking. I had my tickets for 
the nine o’clock train the next morning. 
I was safe now. I tried to feel happy, re- 
lieved—I tried to feel something. But I 
couldn’t get rid of the heavy, hopeless feel- 
ing. I walked into the bathroom and de- 
liberately stared at my face in the mirror. 
After seven years [ still shuddered when I 
saw it. But I didn’t turn away like I usual- 
ly did. I tried to picture how it would look 
again, all straight and smooth and perfect. 
But I couldn’t see it—suddenly all I could 
see was the body of that girl, lying on the 


road—that father’s anguished face. And 
just like that I knew I couldn’t go through 
with it. Without putting it into words right 
then I seemed to know it would be even 
harder to live with a scar on my soul than 
on my face. 

It wasn’t as easy to do what I did as it 
is to tell it now. I was sure I’d go to jail. 
At the very least I was sure I’d never get 
my face fixed. That night I gave up every- 
thing. I didn’t want to be noble. I didn’t 
want to care about that girl or any other 
girl who might someday stir up again the 
gnawing insecurity that consumed Vince’s 
tortured mind. It was just that I couldn’t 
carry the guilty burden of that, too. 


"THE NEXT MORNING instead of going 

to the train depot I went to the police 
station. It wasn’t as simple as I thought 
it would be. I told the whole sordid story 
to a lot of people. Each time I told it there 
were people asking questions. It 
seemed like I said the same things over 
and over again—about Vince and how he’d 
hit me and how I'd got burned; how he’d 
planned for me to get the insurance money, 
and then how he’d turned up again. And 
he was the killer they were 
That was the part they didn’t 
I couldn’t tell 


more 


how I kneu 
looking for. 
seem to believe—because 
them how I knew. 

Finally. I began to feel that 


Vince would get the money and get away— 


frantic 


and that would be my fault too, because 
I’d waited so long. But I found out after- 
wards they had men posted there all the 
time, almost since I'd first come in. And 
they caught him—and he broke down right 
I didn’t know any 
knew it was after 


away. He was the one. 
of that then. I only 
eleven o'clock when they told me to go 
home. Not leave 
all—just wait at home. 

That was when one of the men—one of 
the ones who'd been taking notes all the 
questioned me—said he’d see I 
got home all right. I didn’t want him to, 
but I didn’t have the strength to argue. 
He took my arm, and when we got out on 
the sidewalk, he beckoned another man 
waiting there. Too late I saw the camera. 
There was a flash, and then another before 
I could get my hands over my face. Just 
like that poor father. It wasn’t fair. The 
photographer disappeared, and I turned on 
the other one—Bill Lassiter, I found out 
later. 

“You're from the paper,” 
“What a lousy trick.” 

He hung onto my arm and waved a cab 
“It'll be all right, Trudy. I’m going 
He was awfully big and had 

I didn’t bother to struggle. 


town or go anywhere at 





time they 


I said dully. 


over. 
to help you.” 
a homely face. 
What was the use? 

But all the time we rode and afterwards 
when he followed me upstairs, the poison- 
ous bitterness in me boiled hotter and 
hotter. 
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Don’t you have enough of a story now?” AND THEN the miracle happened. It 
cried, when he pushed his way in. “What ** began with Mrs. Doran bringing me 
ore do you want to know?” the morning paper. In all the years I’d 

[ just want to know something about lived in her building she’d hardly spoken 

honey,” he said softly. “What hap- two words to me, hardly looked at me. That 

ed to your folks? How come you haven’t morning she came up with half a coffee 

t anybody?” cake she’d baked and the paper. She stood 

Hot. furious tears stung my eyes. “I in the doorway, smiling, holding them out 
me from a long line of people who don’t — to me. 


breaks. It’s something you inherit. “That was a wonderful thing you did, 
rint that—and leave me alone.” dear—if there’s anything I can do . . .” 
But he was patient. Little by little he She left before I could find my voice. 
rrmed it all out of me—my whole life I looked curiously at the paper. It was 
ry. Lf you could call it a life! what Bill Lassiter had written about me. 

So you figured to buy your happiness And right on the front page was a per- 
th a pretty face?” he said gently. fectly ghastly picture of me. .. . I read 


What’s wrong with that?” I flared. the story three times, and still I couldn’t 
You have to have something to sell. don’t believe it was me—the pitiful creature 


1? who'd selflessly sacrificed everything for 
He nodded thoughtfully. “Yes,” he said the sake of other innocent girls. . . . 
lowly. “you could put it that way, I guess.” I moved through those next days in a 


He got up. smiling in a funny way. “You daze of bewilderment and wonder. There 
r mixed-up little kid. Sit tight. Ill be — were all the letters that Bill kept bringing 
ll right.” to me, little notes of encouragement and 
[ smiled thinly. Maybe all he cared admiration from people I’d never heard of. 
bout was using me to get his story—but, A lot of them said they were praying for 
so, he had been nicer than anyone’ me. Lots of doctors offered to help me— 
Not that he could really do anything. free. Some people sent gifts—books and 
body could. food and even money. Perfect strangers. 
hat’s what I thought. They say it’s al- I drifted along. not understanding, but 
iys darkest before the dawn. It was for — strangely moved. 
Certainly nobody’s future could look Through it all there was always Bill 
y grimmer than mine did that night around, taking charge of everything. He 
hen Bill Lassiter left. I didn’t even have even got a lawyer to represent me at the 
happy memories. My whole life—past, hearing. Vince admitted everything. He’s 
sent, and future—-was about as big a in a mental hospital now. I’m glad he’s 
ure as a life can be. being helped instead of punished, because 
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Do you know the difference 
between fact and fiction 
when it comes to sex? Or 

is your head still full 


of old wives’ tales? 
READ 


THE TEN BIGGEST LIES ABOUT SEX 


In the May issue 


of TAN Magazine 
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he was sick, not bad. And now I knoy 
there are lots of kinds of sickness. They 
was my kind too. 

It was after the trial that I found oy 
about that—after I was let off free. becaug 
I was a “victim of circumstances” and be 
cause, as Bill said all along, I hadn’t a. 
tually stolen the money. It had all been 
recovered. 

Bill came over that night. I was silj 
dazed with all my unexpected good luck 
and I hadn’t deserved it. I’d planned q 
kind of robbery, I’d planned for seven 
years to go through with it. If it hadn't 
been for Vince turning up, if I hadn’t read 
about that girl, if I hadn’t known. I'd have 
gone through with it and I might have got 
away with it. And I’d have been a criminal 
all my life. 

“T’m so ashamed,” I told Bill. “and I'm 
so terribly glad I didn’t go through with 
it. I don’t know why everyone has been 
so nice to me.” 

He looked at me for the longest time 
before he spoke. When he did speak, his 
voice sounded terribly sad. “It is true, 
honey,” he said slowly, “that we have to 
‘buy’ anything worthwhile—but there are 
many coins.” He seemed to feel carefully 
for his words. “When you showed you 
cared about the safety of other girls. Trudy, 
when you ‘gave’ that even though it cost 
you, then you received in kind. You could 
say you ‘bought’ other peoples’ caring 
about you.” 

He ran his finger lightly across the scar 
on my face. “This is what I came over to 
tell you: Dr. Geoffrey Dillon is going to 
take care of this. And he’s the best.” He 
pulled a card from his wallet and set it 
down on the table. “You’re to be there 
at nine Thursday. There’s the address.” 
He picked up his hat and coat and started 
for the door. He turned briefly. “Oh. and 
take along a picture, honey—an old one.” 

I tried to speak, but my heart was too 
full. How could I find any words to thank 
him enough? “You’re so good—everyone 
—” My voice gave out. 

He smiled. He understood. He made a 
little circle with his thumb and finger and 
said he’d be seeing me. And then he was 
gone. 

And I thought wonderingly, /t was so 
simple, after all. Sure, beauty and brains 
and money—they can buy things. But not 
the things I’d wanted. All I’d ever wanted 
was to be liked, loved, wanted. But I'd 
never thought to offer those things in ex- 
change. Caring about others, liking and 
helping them, anybody could have those 
riches. Even poor Aunt Carry, if only she’d 
known it. 

[ put my hand on my cheek. It was going 
to be nice to have a pretty, whole face 
again. But it was much, much nicer to have 
a whole heart—one full of love and grati- 
tude and giving. THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


writings. Each assembled topnotch ag- 
gregations for the sessions and wherever 
possible used old Lunceford men. Oliver 
called on four sidemen who played along- 
side him in the Lunceford band (pianist 
Eddie Wilcox, trumpeter Paul Webster, 
drummer Jimmy Crawford and trombonist 
Elmer Crumbley). May spotlighted five 
ex-Lunceford luminaries (alto saxist Wil- 
li Smith, trombonist Trummie Young, 
tenor saxist Joe Thomas and vocalist Dan 
Grissom ) . 

Both arrangers picked 10 numbers as 
typically expressive of the Lunceford style. 
The numbers: Ain’t She Sweet, Four Or 
Five Times, Cheatin’ On Me, ’Tain’t What 
You Do, Margie, My Blue Heaven, 
Rhythm Is Our Business, I’m Walking 
Through Heaven With You and For Dan- 
cers Only. 

Capitol’s additional five selections (Char- 
maine, Uptown Blues, Annie Laurie, VW ell 
All Right Then and Blues In The Night) 
afford special treats in Dan Grissom’s still 
vibrant chirping on ballads, Willie Smith 
and Joe Thomas’ fluid horn tooting and 
Trummie Young’s tromboning and _ scat 
vocalizing. 

Decca’s album embraces three numbers 
not heard in its opposite entry—By The 
River Sainte Marie, Organ Grinder’s 
Swing and Dream Of You, the latter vocal- 
ized by Sy in his odd but interesting man- 
ner. Sy four other tunes on the 
sides and Lunceford faithful may well 
find his vocals worth the price of the re- 
lease. 

In recreating Lunceford’s music, neither 
Oliver nor May had it easy. As any quali- 
fed musician will tell you, it’s never 
simple trying to bring back a bygone era 
musically. When the task involves the 
Lunceford book, it becomes infinitely more 
tougher. Lunceford played real intricate 
compositions. 

Lunceford’s music is as hard to describe 
as it is to recreate. “No band delivered a 
sound and a beat like Jimmie’s,” onetime 
Down Beat editor Dave Dexter has said. 
“Great as Basie and Ellington are, their 
music is—and has been, a thousand times 
—easily described. But never has there 
been a writer who could put the Lunce- 
ford style into words.” 

For a decade after 1933, Lunceford’s 
band was incomparable. Basically it was 
4 two-beat unit but that’s only a small 
part of the story. With tight-sounding 
brass and a heavy rhythm, it could swing 
ina relaxed groove or soar stratospher- 
ically on flag-waving footstompers. With 
tich-blending saxes and staccato phrasings 
by the ensemble, it could voice instru- 
mental beauty that made it easily identi- 
fable from other bands. This was a ver- 


sings 


satile band. This was a vigorous band. 
This was a band that had what some ex- 
perts call “a personality.” 

Billy May hails it as “the greatest all 
around outfit ever.” 


Selected Singles 
HOT: The Platters’ Helpless/Indifferent 
(Mercury), two rock ’n’ roll ballads that 
showcase the popular vocal group at its 
grooving best. With a rocking beat on 
each side, either could become a hit in the 
r&r field. 
COOL: Nat Cole’s Back In My Arms/ 
Angel Smile (Capitol), a release Variety 
predicts will push Nathaniel back into his 
old hit stride. Arms, a lush ballad with 
pretty lyrics, was fashioned ideally for 
Cole’s velvety voicings. Smile has more 
beat and is also a strong entry for heavy 
sales. Both sides spotlight Nat as his 
countless fans like him most. 


Sam Cooke 


(Continued from Page 25) 


buy and sell talent. The hit records have 
helped a lot. but you’ve still gotta have 
something on the ball. Actually, television 
has been more helpful to me than records. 
Bookers, promoters and agencies can see 
first-hand what my capabilities are on TV, 
then decide where and when they can use 
me. There is nothing greater for a per- 
former than the kind of nation-wide TV 
exposure I’ve been getting the last few 
months.” 

Proof that Sam has arrived exists in the 
fact that he opened at New York’s ultra- 
swank Copacabana Club in mid-March. 
“From the Newark Armory to the Copaca- 
bana in six months is a terrific jump.” Sam 
thinks out loud. 

Among other things, success for Sam has 
meant being able to move his family into a 
larger home in Chicago, and he has bought 
a new home for himself in Los Angeles, 
where five years ago he married an Indian 
singer and dancer named Dolores Mohawk. 
The marriage lasted but two years. Says 
Sam: “We just couldn’t make it, and we 
decided to call it quits. We’re still good 
friends and I see her every once in a while, 
but there’s nothing left between us.” Sam 
blames career clashes for his marital break- 
up. He was on the road a good bit of the 
time and she was struggling to get herself 
started in Los Angeles. 

Today, Sam Cooke’s life away from his 
business is confined to listening to records 
to keep up with the trends, and swimming 
(his new home will have its own swimming 
pool). Sam Cooke’s private life just isn’t 


private any more. THE END 








NEW FORMULA 


..» brings 


LONGER 
LASTING 
SILKINESS 


to all 


hair styling! 


Woman after woman is finding that the Silicone 
Oils in PINK CREME PRESS gives your hair 
AMAZING PROTECTION against damage done 
TO PRESSED hair by water, heat or perspira- 
tion. We have SPRAYED WOMEN’S HEADS 
WITH SALT WATER after it was pressed and 
styled with Pink Creme Press — WITH UN- 
BELIEVABLE RESULTS. THE HAIR DID 
NOT “GO BACK.” You will bless the day 
you make your trial. YOUR HAIR MUST STAY 

LOVELIER LONGER or your MONEY BACK. 
Send for regular $1 size jar on this Special 
Proof Trial offer for only 50¢. Write today. 
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Gold Medal Hair Products Inc. Dept. YP4 I 
i Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 


i 7h 50¢ for $1 jar of Carbonoel Pink i 
Creme Press — Full Directions — Free Hair 
f Style Charts — Print Plainly. 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, *Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness a Health, eee 
ness. Break the e Drinking ah 
agree Tl NEXPENSIVE 
Use ALCO , the amazing liquid 
that Seanseie aversion (dislike) - 
b | ward ALL intoxicating drinks. 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,” + but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
trom liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANT' 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive oone out from work or 
social —., sei ey ALCOREM user wrtes: 
el  * SE MORE WONDERFUL 
FON CE FOR A FRIEND WHOIS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. [ BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e onDer ALCORER Now 
SATISFACTION OR MO . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight : &. on eho wrapper. 
Pay postman $7.45 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $7.95 with order. 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS «¢ DEPT. B-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. ¢ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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(THESE TEN questions will help you 

appraise your “possessive’ qualities. 
They contain situations with three pos- 
sible lines of action. Mark those you 
feel you would most likely follow. 


QUIZ FOR WIVES: 

1. At a night club, you see a pretty girl 
smiling at your husband. He admits 
he used to go around with her. 
Do you: 

A. Tell him to go and have a chat 
with her? 

B. Ask to be introduced ? 

C. Demand that he not move for the 
rest of the evening? 

Anne lived next door to you before 

you were married. Your husband 

always seemed to find her too at- 

tractive to suit you. She suggests 

an evening out on the town for the 

three of you. Do you: 

A. Tell her by all means? 

B. Put her off? 

c. Suggest that just the two of you 
go out? 

Your husband’s parents like to have 

him visit fairly often. Do you: 

A. Pitch a storm? 

B. Tag along all of the time? 

c. Agree that he should go alone 
unless you are invited? 

You get a single next door neighbor 

who is attractive as well as person- 

able. Do you: 

A. Confine your husband to inside 
quarters ? 

B. Ask her over to supper with her 
guest? 

C. Cut the grass yourself? 

Your husband gets a chance to go 

on a week-end trip with the boys. 

Do you: 

A. Put your foot down and yell 
“no!”’? 

B. Tell him you hope he enjoys 
the trip? 

C. Insist on your going along or his 
staying at home? 





HOW POSSESSIVE ARE YOU? 


QUIZ FOR HUSBANDS: 

1. At a dance, another man who is the 
Sammy Davis Jr. of your set. asks 
your wife more than twice for a 
dance. Do you: 

A. Scowl at both of them? 

B. Say, “Go ahead” and vow to 
learn to dance better? 

C. Tell her to do what she wants to 
do, but she’d better be careful? 

When you get home from work. 

your first line is: 

A. Did you do my shirts today? 

B. Was your day pleasant? 

C. Why the heck is the baby hawl- 
ing, have you been out and neg- 
lected him? 

Your wife wants to take a short trip 

to visit her sister. Do you: 

A. Ask her how the devil she ex- 
pects you to get along without 
her to cook for you? 

B. Tell her the visit and change 
will be nice for her? 

C. Ask her if she thinks you are 
made of greenbacks? 

She worked before marriage. You 

have the children in a nursery and 

in school. Do you want her to work: 

A. Part-time? 

B. Full-time? 

C. Not at all? 

You’ve taken her to a party. and she 

is the most attractive thing there. 

Do you feel: 

A. Furious with any other man who 
looks her way? 

B. Proud of having such an attrac- 
tive spouse? 

C. Pleased that she enjoys looking 
her best? 


(NSWERS: 

Give yourself 20 points for each right 
answer. 

Wives: 
A; 3—C; 4—B; 5—B 
Husbands: 
2—B; 3—B; 4—A; 5—B 


A: 2 


1—B; 








Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


club bills The Original Ink Spots (five 
guys, featuring Deek Watson) while a 
Brooklyn club bills The Fabulous Ink 
Spots (four guys—no feature). 

“Pearl Sings Louis” is the title of a 
new Album. ... It means all the songs 
Pearlie Mae Bailey sings were composed 
by her drummer husband, Louis Bellson. 
When he’s not in the ring, boxer 
Harold Johnson spends his time drum- 
ming with a combo at a New Jersey nite- 
club, while his Sugarship, Ray Robinson, 
has taken over the job as comedian-MC 
at his own joint in Harlem. 


Bob Satterfield, the handsome 
heavyweight whose most spectacular 
knockout was outside the square jungle 
(by his wife) has ended his ring career 
(again) because of an_ injury which | 
threatens loss of sight in his left eye 
Detached retina. 

°*Twas a mad scramble on among- 
the deejays to land the job Jocko Hender| 
son left open when he took over his daily” 
TV show. The station announced there 
would be no more rock ’n roll played, but 
would feature Negro music. . . . Whot’s 
that? 





